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ABSTRACT 
Accidental Belongings is a collection of poems and short stories that, while encompassing 
subjects from jazz to food, from boating to painting, primarily attempts to address the many 
ways human beings interact with one another. Specifically, much of this collection examines 
relationships between couples and the myriad of emotion and action that may occur as a result 
of this always-changing unit. 
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POEMS 
2 
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Before Commands 
Once I was a dog. 
I ran free and rolled 
on the ground, let my tongue 
hang out. I was naked 
all the time. I ate 
anything. Dirt. Play-doh. 
I drooled everywhere-
all over myself. I never 
washed, and slept 
long hours, anywhere. 
Dogs age so quickly. 
I wish I could be a dog 
again-so hard, so hard! 
Now that I'm trained 
no one teaches me 
how to remember. I try 
sometimes, anyway-shed 
appearances. 
Woof. Woof. 
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Cooking Stew 
Outside the kitchen window, 
snow falls into our small court yard-
the coiled garden hose, iced with white. 
We fight the drafty air at the cracks 
with heat, food, blue flames reaching up 
from black burners. We force the cold 
to the floor. The stew pot slouches, 
hums, burps salty steam. Fat runs free 
from seasoned, browned meat. 
Now, hours after we started, bubbles 
rise slowly, push up through gravy. 
I dice onions-fingertips wet 
from running juice. The air gets thick. 
My nose wrinkles. Carrots sit stacked 
next to smooth mushrooms wobbling 
like tops. Green peppers freed 
from underclothes of core 
and seeds like white sequins 
lie open, raw. You lift the ladle 
from its hook on the wall, plunge 
it into the thick soup. Again and again 
we mix vegetables with stew. Soon, 
we fill blue bowls, steam dulling glossy 
edges. We move to the livingroom 
with spoons. The heavy scents of paprika 
and pepper fill the air, a sharp tang 
that comes over us, covers us 
as the stew gets cold. 
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Searching the Cabinets 
Somewhere in this room is that spoon, she says to herself, I know I put it here 
somewhere. And she begins looking in nooks and crannies from the fridge where 
the cookie trays stand at the far corner to the countertops next to where the coats 
hang at the back door. She reaches deep into cabinets feeling around plates and cups 
with their cracks and chips, opens every cluttered drawer, and moves coupons and 
cookbooks and dead batteries. She feels sweat break on her forehead. She moves 
the mixer and toaster, and shifts spices to search the pantry. I know it's here, she 
thinks. Soon she curses the busy utensil drawer and looks elsewhere. She searches 
tax files and maps and book shelves and soon every photo album. She examines 
every course she ever took and searches the faces of all her old friends. She checks 
old jobs and every dollar she's earned. She looks under the seats of every car she's 
owned, finds only loose change, the dates erased. In the yard, she peers hard, tries 
to search every place she's ever been. Feeling desperate now, she scrutinizes her 
good deeds and her lies, her will and her indifference. In the end, she searches in a 
fury for boundaries of any kind, because she knows when she finds that spoon, 
she'll also find what she placed in it, something very small but utterly important. 
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Ingredients 
Now, a week later, I hear her say it. 
It's all in the blend of the spices. Her hand, 
slender on the spatUla, stirring. I lean 
against the fridge, watch her speak softly 
without looking away from the pot. 
The spices talk to one another. A delicate 
dialogue. I am on the floor, picking up pieces 
of the lamp to mend in a false resurrection 
of form. For once, will you stand up for me? 
Again and again I hear my voice leap out, hurled 
across the room like a discus. Jesus Christ, 
get some backbone, will you? I am standing 
in a silence that descends like the moment 
before rain. Don't say that. Don't say that 
again. I am still standing at the slam of the door. 
The sound stings like chili powder wiped 
from a careless finger to an eye. 
The radiator hisses-enough, enough, 
enough. Alone, I am trying to find the faith 
that if I twist the handle water will pour 
out of the tap, flood the sink. A dry squeak, 
air. Be careful. A touch too much-
the whole soup becomes inedible. 
I think back to moments brief as the instant 
when the lights go out, ~he flash when one realizes 
black out. I think, if only we had more warning, 
more time to retrieve candles, matches; 
I think, if only we had looked in this cookbook 
earlier, tried this recipe before. 
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Sharing 
She watches him 
peel an orange 
and inside, the sections 
are chocolate. He 
says, put this slice 
on your tongue, 
and in her mouth 
she feels rivers 
of sweet move 
slowly over 
to parts of her 
she had no idea 
were made of sugar. 
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Learning Again 
You showed me how to salt 
the greenish-white slices of eggplant 
to suck away the bitter taste, 
to rinse the fleshy circles clean 
before slipping them into the pan's 
sizzling oil. You taught me not to leave 
the wooden spoon standing in the clam 
chowder while it cooked, taught me not 
to let the fine-grained shallow bowl 
with its long handle soak in the sink, 
but to wash it, stand it in the rack 
and let it dry in air. I watched you 
care for it, rubbing oil deep into the pores 
of the grain every few months to keep it soft 
and moist and to prevent cracking. 
These things are part of my routine 
now, spilled spices lodged in the comers 
of cabinets. Often I wonder what I taught you 
that might have gotten caught in your life 
like a recipe you never forget. 
Perhaps how to place a clean bead 
of caulking to close the cracks, 
or how to grease the drill bits to keep rust 
from spreading to where it cannot 
be stopped. Our favorite meals, memories, 
ingredients-amounts now unmeasurable. 
Standing here alone making a soup, 
I place the spoon flat on the trivet by the stove, 
reach for the cupboard handle, 
check to see if! have enough salt. 
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Cabin Fever 
It was that year in Vienna, when the late winter sun hadn't yet melted the snow off of 
Strauss's violin. Mornings were spent in the kitchen where the gas stove woke with 
blue burners, steamed over the windows. Some say the bars of Lindt chocolate caused 
it. Tired of hungover half-liter beer steins and empty Gosser bottles lounging and lazy 
from the yeasty night before, all that cocoa and sugar surged with an unbridled energy, 
leapt square after milky square. Soon clumps of bread dough wrestled their heavy way 
across the room, kneaded themselves into hair and sleepy t-shirts. Returns escalated. 
Oranges exploded on walls-bright excited suns of pulp andjuice. Not to be outdone, 
the oatmeal rallied; soon spoonfuls flew, splattered wet and hot. Whole eggs sprinted 
their way in eager arcs over air, flattened into cracks and gaps. Eventually even water 
recklessly vaulted from vessels-chubby bowls, mischievous tumblers, wicked frying 
pans-whatever could sneak under the laughing tap that gushed into the sink, rushed to 
provoke more and more to break containers, sail fast to new places, risk for just one 
odd moment being nothing as it should, risk being absolutely consumed. 
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Necessary Elements 
Her gift to me is a compact 
butane camping stove, 
for she knows how much I want 
to put myself in a backpack 
and hike off alone, 
and perhaps she knows if I go 
I can only come home, 
because now I am eager to take 
this simple one-burner stove-
on which I can mix basic ingredients 
of all kinds and create 
thoroughly adequate meals-
and simply set it in the snow 
outside my tent 
and with one scratched match, 
watch the small circle of blue flame 
reach for the crisp winter air, 
watch it feast on its need, watch 
the pure, perfect bum. 
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Family Matters 
Pours himself another Scotch, 
watches the liquid slip 
nicely over 
the curved hips 
of the glass 
like burnt gold. Thinks 
of past moments, gifts 
he's been given-that brass 
cannon - thinks 
of his uncle. Considers genes, 
feels the idea 
with his tongue, 
wonders what he's made 
of. The weight 
of the glass in his hand 
is heavy, its base thick 
but clear. Sips the drink, lets 
the long fuse bum 
in his chest, savors 
the taste-its flinty bite. 
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Digging Holes 
Today's nurse bustles around the kitchen, 
shuffles around you and me, dad, 
and sets out lunch things: spoons, napkins, a straw 
for the milk. All the things she'll need 
to feed you. 
Your chair is wheeled close to the table, 
your body slumped like the bag of topsoil slung 
in the wagon in the garage. But your head is up, 
alert eyes scanning the pages of newsprint 
propped before you. Tum the page, 
you say, words curved at the edges in a blur 
of sound as your weak diaphragm fails 
to push air over your larynx as well 
as it once could. 
I sit beside you, flip the pages of my book 
with ease, feel guilty for the amount 
of information I can eat up in seconds-pages fly 
by while you struggle with a line or two. 
The muscles of my arms ache from digging 
the hole in the front yard. Three feet down 
to the septic tank. Time to get it pumped, 
you said. Brown dirt and rocks collapsed in 
on my slow progress even as I exhumed 
dirt under dusty summer sun. Finally, sweaty 
and bug-bitten, I stood over the concrete 
hatch to the 1500 gallon tank, saw the iron loop, 
the latch to open the container where we hide 
our sewage. 
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The nurse asks you if you want white bread 
or pita. White bread, you say, because I know 
you don't know what pita tastes like. Fajitas 
are better with pita, says the nurse, proud 
of her special lunch. You bob your head 
dumbly for a moment, unsure, and I want 
to shout, Stop asking so many questions, nurse, 
just let him read. 
I want to shout it because I know 
you don't care if it's fajita or grilled cheese 
as long as it tastes all right, and because I know 
the strain on you to have to choose, 
the strain it takes to swallow each small bite 
of daytime, what it takes to use 
your energy the right way for as long 
as you can. 
But instead I rub my arm gently, say, Thanks 
again for making such a good lunch 
today, nurse, and then I glance 
out the kitchen window to the yard 
where I can walk anytime I want, 
where I may in fact walk later that day, 
and I 'Yonder how many more holes 
I'll have to dig, how many more times 
I'll have to feel for the latch. 
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STORIES 
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Growing Pains 
Walter is well aware that he is becoming more and more like his father everyday. Darkness 
under the eyes, faint age spots on the knuckles. It scares him. He is determined to avoid that 
fate. He is also aware, though, that daily he adapts and appropriates not just physicalities, but 
his father's mannerisms, attitudes and mental dysfunctions. Some days he is sure that he is 
acquiring his father's diseases, too. After all, many ailments are hereditary. Like male-pattern 
baldness, or cancer. 
"Cancer? What kind?" Lisa asks, and smiles at Walter from across the small table they occupy 
at the corner of the Athenian Palace. Their first date. Well, their first official date. Walter really 
considers the conversation that one afternoon in the library where he works more than just an 
encounter. "If I may be so bold," he said, and she actually gave him her number. Not bad for a 
balding 35-year old, he thought, not bad at all. 
"Stomach," he says now. 
"Ooh," she consoles in a low voice. Her jaw slows noticeably in midst of chewing a bite of 
flamed Greek cheese. 
"Both your parents?" 
"My grandparents." 
"Oh," Lisa nods, and resumes chewing. "Well, that's all right then." 
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"What do you mean that's all right? Definitely not. These things can skip a generation, 
didn't you know that?" 
Lisa giggles at him. "I suppose." 
"Something to live by," Walter says. "Eat less red meat." 
Walter always has good advice for others. And he likes Lisa. He's not sure how old she is 
though, and is hesitant to ask. She might say 22 or 40. Twenty-two, though somehow 
enticing, strikes Walter as slightly immoral; 40 makes him think of his mother. 
Walter does not want to grow old a single man the way his father has. Walter, if he'd been in 
his father's shoes, would have remarried. After all, his wife-Walter's mother-had left them 
and mailed divorce papers. That was a long time ago. Frequently, Walter says, "Live, Pop, 
live. She left you. Find someone who deserves you." Walter feels this is only right; everyone 
deserves love. 
"Ach," his father replies, and moves to flip his Benny Goodman LP to the B side. This 
response discourages Walter, who shakes his head and swears he will not let himself waltz the 
same path. 
1 will find true love, he thinks. 
Walter first saw Lisa from the end of an aisle in the Mysteries/Whodunits section. He was busy 
reshelving books when he saw her calves. His cheeks instantly reddened and he corrected his 
gaze immediately to see the attractive young woman thumbing through a small paperback. He 
wondered why he hadn't seen this woman before. Then he wondered what reason he should 
have to talk to her. Walter has worked in the library for fifteen years and always the readers 
have reason to talk to him. But the books, always the books. 
"Do you know what the number one cause of death in mystery novels is'?" Walter asks the 
question before he's halfway down the aisle. 
Walter is glad he made the decision to remain in his hometown to be near his father. Their town 
is a small town in a smaller state but being together makes things big. Walter knows his father 
is grateful. Walter can visit him even three times a week and often leaves books for him to read 
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and later returns them to the library even though he is never quite certain if the pile ever shifts 
from where he sets it. He also helps with small chores: dishes, dusting, shopping. 
Sometimes on the short walk home from the grocery store, Walter will remind his father of 
their bond. "Anything I can ever do for you, you let me know, Pop." His father pauses, places 
a grocery bag on the sidewalk. "Ach," comes the reply, as the aging man places his wrinkled 
hands on his lower back, stretches slowly. "The pain of it all." 
The evening after their first dinner, Walter drove Lisa to her recently-bought condominium and 
walked her to her door. She gave him a soft kiss and he blushed, said thanks and goodnight. 
She smiled and touched the tip of his nose right as she turned to go inside. He stared at her 
closed door for a moment and then had turned to go to his car, taking her porch steps two at a 
time. 
Now, on their second night out, Walter's taken Lisa to Da Vinci's, an Italian restaurant he 
knows. He watches Lisa as she slices her manicotti. 
"Do you think people are motivated by fear or greed?" he asks. He thinks her sleeveless 
black outfit is particularly elegant, but he's not sure whether it's a dress or a skirt. 
Lisa's fork and knife stop in mid-step. "I think people are motivated by pleasure, don't 
you?" she asks. 
"Well, I think people take the path ofleast resistance. Usually that involves avoidance," 
Walter says, and stabs the tines of his fork into his capellini pomodoro. 
"Then why do people do things like go out to eat or go to movies?" 
"To keep from doing other things that they should attend to mostly. By fear I don't mean to 
imply that people don't do things they like." Walter likes the way Lisa's hair looks tonight. 
Short and gently brunette with the bangs curled forward. Reminds him of his mother's faded 
black and white high school photographs. 
"I think people go to movies because they want to be swept away by the plot, see how the 
ending turns out. They forget about other things while it's happening." Lisa looks at Walter, 
her fork poised, a smile at one comer of her mouth. She thinks she sees old-fashioned 
intellectualism. 
"But consider how one gets to the theater. Say you take a cab," Walter offers mid-bite. 
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"So you can enjoy the ride-being chauffeured." 
"No. So you can avoid walking." 
"What if you want to have drinks afterward and have a good time and not drive?" 
"Right. To avoid driving drunk." Walter looks at the bottle of Merlot at the side of the table 
between them. He remembers that red wine is good for the heart. Lisa fingers her glass. 
Some nights Walter wakes up two and even three times to urinate. In his pitch-black bedroom, 
fear grips him as he returns softly to bed. He is sure his prostate is swelling, and he thinks of 
his father's own prostate troubles. Walter knows what a prostate looks like-he has often 
looked through the library's medicaljoumals-and he pictures a small kiwifruit, one still in its 
youth. Walter knows he could get tested, but he's afraid of the procedure. He hears the smack 
of latex gloves. 
Saturday night Walter and Lisa decide to walk along Main Street and get ice cream. Main Street 
is always busy weekend nights and Walter likes the cheeriness of the pots of geraniums 
hanging from the tall green streetlamps. 
They buy their cones from Roscoe's ice cream stand which is always open until 10 p.m. 
and then begin walking the brick sidewalks and glancing into the shop windows of the mostly 
darkened shops. 
"This is the most peaceful evening of the week," Lisa says, and carefully licks the top of 
the three stacked scoops of rocky-road that balance on her cone. 
"Sure, as long as you can avoid the mosquitoes," Walter replies. He takes a large kiss of 
his single scoop of strawberry. 
"How's your cone? You like those cake cones?" Lisa asks. 
"Mmm. Great. Yeah, they're classic. How's yC!urs?" 
"Want to try it?" She takes another lick and offers the cone to him. Walter shakes his head 
and holds up his free hand like a stop sign. "No thanks," he says, "Too many mixed-up 
flavors in there for me." Walter winks at Lisa. A spontaneous joke. He thinks the evening is 
going well. Then he feels his eyelid catch and twitch three times. He squinches the eye tightly 
shut and rubs it with a knuckle. 
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"Have you ever ridden a rollercoaster?" he hears Lisa ask. Walter looks at her with his 
other eye and simultaneously realizes his mouth is wide open-automatic reflex from rubbing 
his eye, he's read. He presses his lips together. "I can't remember," he says, as he straightens. 
"Want to try my cone?" he asks then. He holds out his cone as he recovers, blinking his eye 
rapidly. Lisa laughs. "Let me work on mine first," she replies. 
They continue walking along the sidewalk. The streetlamps overhead make the sky look 
dark even though a light bluish tint still fills the evening air. 
"Hello, Mr. Sexton," says Walter to an elderly gentleman in a canary-yellow cardigan who 
strolls toward the pair. "How's the pancreas?" 
The old man glances sharply at Lisa. "Walt," the man utters gruffly as he passes. He offers 
a casual salute. 
"You know everyone, don't you Walter," Lisa says in a soft voice as she turns to watch the 
man pass them. 
"You would too if you'd lived here longer than a year," replies Walter. "Actually, I only 
know the bookworms." 
"I bet you know everyone," Lisa says. Walter stops as he notices his reflection in the 
clothing store they're passing. He tries to see if the silhouette of his hair looks the way it 
should. 
"That's a nice sweater." Lisa points at the glass. 
"What? Oh. Yeah," Walter quickly agrees. 
Lisa suddenly steps away from Walter to look at him. She grins. "When you're fifty you'll 
smoke a pipe," she says. 
Walter turns to her with wide eyes. "Ach," he says. "Me?" The assessment simultaneously 
thrills and repulses him. He thinks of lung cancer. 
Walter lost his virginity when he was fifteen to a girl named Huxley who was five inches taller 
than he was and had huge breasts. The moment occurred in the middle of the deserted junior-
high school football field on July fourth of that year. Almost the entire town had crowded onto 
the fields of the high school to witness the fireworks, and Walter and Buxley were among 
them. 
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"Come on," Buxley said, grabbing Walter's hand and tugging. "We'll get a better view 
down here." 
But after walking down the long hill to the other school they discovered the view was 
terrible. As the fireworks started, all they could see were the momentary bursts of white 
afterglow in the dark sky like camera flashes as each rocket exploded. The booms were 
deafening, though. 
"No matter," Buxley said, and the next thing Walter knew his lips were flattened against 
his face and Buxley's nose was pressed into his cheek. Then somehow they were on the 
ground and Walter felt Buxley's hands on his belt. Unsure of what to do, Walter reached for 
Buxley's shirt. He felt eager to contribute. 
Walter felt the first pang of fear when Buxley rolled on top of him and sat up, effectively 
pinning him to the cold ground. He watched her take her own shirt off, fingers frantic at the 
buttons. Walter, realizing his inability to move, twisted his head in an effort to make sure no 
one else had had the same idea and might see their spectacle, but he only managed to get grass 
in one ear and to see the empty black bleachers framing the field. 
The next thing Walter knew his chin was between two large soft scented breasts and he 
could just see the sky over Buxley's shoulder. He also felt Buxley's hand maneuvering 
between his legs. 
"Hunh!" Buxley suddenly grunted, and Walter grabbed in spasms at her back as she began 
surging back and forth and up and down his body. Her breasts slapped his chin and he felt his 
ear bend back with every movement. "Hunh! Hunh! Hunh!" 
Walter was aware something monumental was occurring, but had no preparation for the 
intense heat that started at his groin seconds later and emanate? out to his body. He let his 
hands fall to the grass and breathed hard. Buxley seemed unaware that he'd stopped grabbing 
her. "Hunh! Hunh!" Slap. Slap. 
Walter wasn't sure what to do or say. The air echoed with explosions. He lay there quietly 
and watched with wide eyes the night sky flash and fade, flash and fade. 
Lisa called Walter at the library during the week after their Saturday stroll and asked him over 
to dinner at her place. 
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"Reference desk," Walter said into the receiver when he got the call. 
"May I speak to the expert on Mysteries?" Walter heard the female voice say over the phone 
line. He wedged the receiver between his head and shoulder and reached for the information 
Rolodex and the employee telephone listing in case he'd need either one. 
"Urn, let me just see here a minute." Frantic, Walter was unsure if the library had a 
Mysteries expert. Could it have been Mrs. Lancaster? She had retired a full year ago because of 
her back. Surely all of the library's customers knew that by now. Walter scratched his head 
and reached for a pencil. 
"Walter?" the voice on the phone said. Walter froze. 
"Yes'!' 
"This is Lisa. Didn't you recognize my voice?" Walter heard a giggle at the other end of the 
line. With his right hand he grabbed the phone and sat up straight and with his left he knocked 
over the Rolodex. 
"Of course I did," he said. He pushed the Rolodex file away. His cheeks felt hot. "Urn, hi 
there. What do you need to know?" 
"Nothing, silly. I wanted to ask you a question." 
Often Walter cooks spaghetti for his father and himself when he visits. They watch Jeopardy 
while they eat. Walter usually wins at Jeopardy. Walter feels good about these evenings 
because he knows red sauce is good for the stomach and Jeopardy is good for the head. 
Unfortunately, red sauce also gives Walter heartburn. 
Tonight Walter wants to tap into some of his father's universal wisdom. 
"Pop, when did you know you had fallen in love with Mom?" Walter asks him. The two 
men sit in armchairs with plastic TV tables in front of them and supporting their dinners. The 
nine-inch black and white television sits in the corner. A tall glass of water stands on Walter's 
table. 
"Eisenhower," Walter's father shouts at the television. 
"Roosevelt, Pop." Walter says, and glances at the bluish screen to double-check himself. 
"Ach." The old man waves a hand at the screen. 
"Pop?" Walter looks at his father expectantly. His father sits back and clears his throat. 
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"Well, June. It was the same day I graduated from high school and the same day my uncle 
give me his old Ford tractor to work on. She said she'd marry me and I figure when three good 
things happen on the same day it's fate." 
Walter nods with creased forehead while he listens to his father enunciate this long 
sentence. "It must have been quite a summer for you," he says finally. Walter is fairly certain 
he was born in October of that same year. Then again, that must be wrong, he thinks now. 
"Alabama," shouts his father. 
Walter is not sure what to bring to Lisa's for their dinner date but he knows it should be 
significant if the evening turns out to be the start of something big. He drives to Harley's 
supermarket to see if they have anything appropriate. As he maneuvers in and out of the 
parking spot in order to parallel his car with the yellow lines, he wonders what kind of meal 
Lisa will serve. He wonders if she understands about complete proteins. 
As Walter browses the wine aisle, he is tom between a nice Rose and a white Zinfandel. 
Then again, maybe a heavy red just to dress things up a bit. He suddenly wonders what Lisa 
will look like when he arrives. Is a suitcoat appropriate for him to wear? Maybe he should wear 
something that's less of a cliche. 
Walter briskly walks away from the wine aisle and heads through the rest of the store. I 
will be different, he thinks, as he heads toward the flowers, fruits, and vegetables sections. As 
he moves from bin to bin he notices two tomatoes joined by a bridge of red fruit. The physical 
aspect of the evening has crossed his mind. He is not sure how to feel about the prospect of 
intimacy, but he is sure he should take some Pepto for before the meal and Certs for afterward. 
Walter leaves the store with a large summer squash tucked under his arm like a football. 
The last time Walter saw Buxley was five years later at the library. Buxley had come out as a 
lesbian and was moving out of state. 
"Hi Walter," she said, as she placed two books on the counter for checkout. "We're 
moving in two weeks." 
Walter thought it was strange that Buxley's breasts were gone, and it took immense effort 
to not stare at her chest; instead, he looked at her new haircut-short and clipped. "That's 
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nice," he said. "Good luck." He hurried to check out her books. He noticed she had selected 
The Woman in Your Woman, and A Self-Guided Tour o/the West. 
After she'd left the building Walter wondered if he had a man in his man. He thought it 
might be all right if he didn't ever see Buxley again. 
"Pop. Books!" Walter shouts toward the livingroom where his father has Glenn Miller's In the 
Mood crackling loudly. It occurred to Walter he could swing by and drop off some new titles 
on the way to Lisa's. His mind is on the upcoming night, though, and he doesn't want to stay 
at all. He backs out listening for his father's usual grunt of acknowledgment. 
"Pot roast." His father's voice surprises him from the kitchen of the apartment and Walter 
jumps when his father appears in the kitchen doorway holding a glass of water. 
"What?" 
"Pot roast. Your mother. She had a good pot roast." 
Shaken, Walter looks quizzically at his father for a moment. "What are you talking about?" 
Walter watches as his father takes a slow sip of water and then tilts his head back, gargles with 
a deep roll. You sound like a fishtank, thinks Walter. 
Walter's father swallows, looks back at Walter and says, "You were asking about your 
mother. By the way, what's the coat for?" Walter sees his father eye his formal wear 
suspiciously. He feels his cheeks get hot, but quickly backs away. "Ach. Nothing. Gotta go." 
He waves and gently closes the door. 
Walter stands in the center of Lisa's smalllivingroom and cups his wineglass which holds the 
remainder of the second bottle of Cabemet they shared over dinner. Lisa excused herself to the 
kitchen to put away leftovers, and Walter hears the rattle oftin foil and the burp of Tupperware 
from behind the partition that separates the kitchen from the rest of the living area. 
The livingroom and diningroom are really one room shaped like an "L". Now, as Walter 
slowly paces and sways, he wonders what is next. He wonders about sex. How would his 
father start a thing like that, he thinks. He swirls his wineglass in his hand, a red planet in 
orbit. 
Wine sloshes on Walter's hand almost at the same moment it hits the rug. Mortified, 
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Walter takes the glass with his other hand and licks the wet hand clean. Then he paws at the 
dark brown rug with the toe of his shoe, but he quickly realizes the stain is hidden by the dark 
cloth. 
Walter takes a deep breath and straightens himself. He slips a breath mint into his mouth 
and thinks about whether he should discuss the wine. He touches his toe to the stain and 
squints to judge for color change. 
"Y ou look guilty of something." Lisa leans against the doorway to the kitchen, smiles and 
holds her own wine glass against her chest. 
Walter slides his foot over the spill, shakes his head. "Who me? Not at all." He grins a 
wide grin, then takes a sip from the nearly empty glass. The breath mint sours the wine. 
Walter realizes he is drunk when Lisa takes his hand and guides him to the couch. He stumbles 
and Lisa laughs, stops and watches him for a moment, one hand cupped to her mouth as if 
watching seals perform in an aquarium. 
"Walter," she says. "Did you have enough to eat?" 
"Look out for the bump," he replies, his hand wavering in a rough point behind him. He 
takes another step toward the couch but stops as Lisa is suddenly there in front of him. Walter 
thinks that she wasn't there a moment ago, and since he didn't see her move, maybe his vision 
is untrustworthy at this point. Lisa's body feels nice so close and Walter becomes aware of the 
scent of some kind of flower. He thinks the scent he smells is jasmine but he is not positive. 
He knows it is not a phantom scent still lingering from their dinner, for vegetable lasagna uses 
mostly the heavier scents of oregano and thyme. Walter gets a chill when Lisa touches him. He 
is amazed at the ease with which the wine allows his head to fall forward and when he kisses 
Lisa he is first aware of how nice her lips feel. He tries to look at her, but he sees her eyes are 
closed and his vision blurs momentarily anyway. He feels Lisa's hands on his sides and then 
his back. Walter closes his eyes and in a moment his feet are gone somewhere else and the 
buzzing behind his eyes turns into a strange but comfortable vibration and all he knows for 
sure are Lisa's lips moving with his, soft and comfortable. 
"Careful," says Lisa, as they collapse to sit on the couch. "How are you doing?" One of her 
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hands rests against his chest. "I spilled your wine," Walter mumbles with a leer. He is very 
happy and knows this. He feels so good that he becomes aware that he doesn't care about 
anything else. He wonders how he could have questioned whether this beautiful woman had 
washed the Romaine lettuce she had so carefully made the salads from. Why should he care 
about such petty matters when what life came down to was touching lips as nice as hers. 
"Come on," Lisa says, grabbing both of Walter's hands and standing. "Come on." 
"If you insist, madam," Walter says in a mock-British accent that sounds more or less as if 
he has a golf ball in his mouth. He leans forward on the edge of the couch and stands on his 
second attempt. Lisa grabs his collar and kisses him again on the mouth, hard and fast. 
I will never die, Walter thinks to himself as he follows Lisa down the hallway. 
Lisa's bedroom is lit by a soft pink wash of light due to the scarf draped over the bedside lamp. 
A large bed with a soft-looking comforter covering it is on the far wall. Walter does not 
remember the last time he was in a woman's bedroom but he knows he likes being here now. 
Their shadows move along the wall as they enter the room. Walter feels safe and secure and 
realizes he could stay here forever if he had to. He watches Lisa let her dress slip to the floor. 
At the same moment that Walter is admiring Lisa's small breasts which remind him of martini 
glasses, he becomes aware that he needs to address safety issues. Protection. This dawns on 
him through a swoon of alcohol-influenced dizziness that originated with Lisa pushing him on 
the bed. Walter realizes the awkwardness of the situation and, in an effort to stall the inevitable 
conversation, pulls his shirt over his head with the slow deliberate movements of a diver 
underwater. Walter's first feeling of powerlessness hits him when he feels Lisa stripping his 
black nylon socks off his feet and that his pants are gone. "Lisa," Walter slurs, and tries to sit 
up. He manages to get up on one elbow, and thinks for a moment that it would be nice if he 
had no lint balls between his toes. 
"Hi honey," whispers Lisa, and suddenly she appears from the floor where Walter's feet 
hang and climbs on top of him, knocking him off his elbow in the process. He thinks of the 
medical journals in the library and cannot remember where they discuss how to bring up certain 
topics, but he can now vividly see several numbing photographs. 
Walter decides to take a stab at it. 
"We should try to ... " 
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Lisa claps her hand over his mouth. "I know, honey. I want to try some things too." 
Walter feels a chill as he understands they are very close to avoiding a conversation. 
"Umph," says Walter, his cheeks rounding with the effort like small balloons. 
"I'll show you how to live," says Lisa. 
When Lisa removes her hand from Walter's mouth, Walter knows two things are occurring: 
they are now having sex, and they are also now capable of transmitting several things that may 
result in pregnancy, disease, or even death. Walter feels sweat break on his forehead. He can 
smell the heat of the room mixed with Lisa' s perfume. 
With an intense effort, Walter sits up, lifting Lisa's clinging body in the process. 
"Wait, wait," Walter says into Lisa's neck, where the sounds emanate as muffled grunts. 
"Yeah, let's stand up," Lisa says. 
"No, wait. First..." 
"Shh," hisses Lisa into Walter's ear and then bites down firmly on his earlobe. 
"Ow!" howls Walter, whose fingers tighten on Lisa's back at the pain. 
"Mmm," responds Lisa. "I love your energy." 
Walter is terrified as they stand up. Lisa clings tightly to his body as he straightens his shaking 
legs. He realizes that even though Lisa is shorter than he, she is not light. He is also astounded 
that sex is possible in this position. He feels Lisa's heels and feet kick and grab at his lower 
back, buttocks, and thighs. Her arms are wrapped tightly around his neck. 
Walter wonders how long it takes to get a sexually-transmitted disease, he feels an intense 
pain in his abdomen. "Oh my God," says Walter, and his body twitches in response to the 
pain. Walter pictures instantly some kind of bacteria swimming from his groin to his abdomen 
injust seconds, like the sperm swimming in those third grade film strips. 
"Lean me against the wall," says Lisa in Walter's ear loudly and then bites his earlobe 
again. 
"Ow," Walter says again, but with less energy this time. He realizes Lisa has a good idea, 
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and it may be the only resource that keeps him from dropping her. Like some kind of tall thin 
penguin carrying his young, Walter wobbles toward the nearest empty wall space that's at the 
right of the bed and that he can see through his tearing eyes. 
Walter exhales heavily as he leans Lisa against the wall. A moment to rest. His left knee is 
shaking violently, and Walter tries to remember the highest recommended weight load for the 
average back. He is certain he is undergoing terrible spine compression. The pain in his 
abdomen increases with a sharp twinge. 
"Do that again," says Lisa in Walter's ear. Walter starts for a moment and then leans back 
from the wall with his head to look at her. 
"Do what?" The glassy look in Lisa's eyes isn't the only thing that scares Walter. From 
where Lisa clings to his shoulders, pains are now shooting to his neck on top of the expanding 
cramps in his belly. 
Lisa grabs tightly to Walter, pulling Walter's nose almost into the wall. 
"Lean me against the wall again. Only this time harder," she hisses into his ear. Walter 
suddenly wonders what it is exactly he is holding on to. 
Walter shuts his eyes tightly and clenches his teeth in anticipation of Lisa's incisors 
pressing into his earlobe again. He is not sure what to make of Lisa anymore. Perhaps he 
hasn't read enough of the books that talk about women and love. Perhaps there are more 
important questions he should have asked his father. 
In an effort to fulfill Lisa's recent command, Walter shifts his weight away from the wall, 
lifts Lisa in the process, and then leans back against the wall, accomplishing his mission. 
"I said harder," Lisa says in his ear. "Make me feel it." As Walter tries to stop his knee 
from shaking, he becomes aware of an inflating sting at his back that he realizes must be Lisa's 
nails. He now seriously doubts whether he is any good at this love thing. It crosses his mind 
that perhaps he is not quite cut out for the job. It crosses his mind that perhaps he does not 
belong in this bedroom. 
Not wanting to look foolish though, Walter tries again. He steps away from the wall, and 
as he feels his abdominal cramps increase logarithmically, he leans Lisa into the wall and 
practically falls against her-an unavoidable circumstance of his failing back muscles. He 
becomes afraid that he may have hurt Lisa. 
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"Are you ok?" he asks, between gasps. "You're not bruised, are you?" 
"Yes, yes," Lisa shouts in his ear, making him jump. "One more time." 
Walter thinks of his abdomen for a brief instant and puts two and two together. He realizes 
that he has contracted E. Coli bacteria from something they ate for dinner. As he pushes Lisa 
against the wall another time, and hard enough to make himself flinch, he considers how to put 
her on the floor. Maybe the spinach in the lasagna hadn't been cleaned enough and Walter feels 
everyone knows the dangers of bacteria on vegetables. 
Either that, or Walter knows he now has a very serious venereal disease. 
As Walter staggers toward the bed, Lisa bites his ear again and kicks his lower back several 
times with her heel. 
"Do whatever you want," she says in a husky voice. 
Walter tries to lay her on the bed gently, but she ends up falling heavily on the comforter. 
The bed springs creak and groan in protest. Free of Lisa's grip, Walter feels a huge sense of 
relief. It is now important for him to move fast. He grabs for his clothing and begins hurriedly 
getting dressed. He hops in the direction of the door, his loose socks waving like wings. 
"Walter? What? What are you doing?" Lisa sits up on the edge of the bed and watches him, 
confused. She crosses her arms in front of her chest. 
Walter glances at her for an instant before resuming his efforts at getting his socks on. 
"I've got to get to the hospital," he utters. "The emergency room.l think I'm in danger." 
"What?" Lisa looks at him in disbelief. "Come on, stop it." She jumps up from the bed and 
moves to grab a sock from his hand. 
Walter watches Lisa stop dead in her tracks as he leaps backward. Then, she backs away 
from him, looking suddenly self-conscious. She crosses her arms again and grips her 
shoulders tightly. 
"You are such a bad liar," she says. 
As Walter fumbles with his shirt, he watches Lisa stride to her closet. He does not know 
what on earth she is talking about. Lisa yanks a dark green satiny robe from inside the closet 
and wraps it around her body. The hanger bounces on the floor. With a fierce tug she fastens 
the tie tightly over the closed robe and storms from the room. 
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Walter hears a door slam in the hall. He decides he will wait to use the bathroom at the 
hospital. 
When Walter gets to his car, he stops to breathe momentarily with his hand on the driver's side 
handle. The evening air is cool and clean, and he inhales it deeply. He listens for his heart, 
conscious of its possible racing. But with his even breathing now, Walter realizes his pulse has 
slowed, and as he puts his right hand on his abdomen and looks down at himself, slowly, with 
a hazy awareness, he realizes that all the pain is gone, that in fact he now feels absolutely fine. 
Back in his apartment, Walter collapses on the couch. A good book and a glass of wine, he 
thinks. His head is beginning to throb. Perhaps a glass of water. He glances over at the end 
table that supports the telephone. Dr. Smith's number has been long lodged in his memory; a 
handy piece of data for important times like these. Of course, no point in calling without a 
reasonable list of problems. Perhaps he should have made a brief note at Lisa's apartment. 
Walter cocks his head and listens to himself for a moment. And then the telephone rings. 
Its bright ring seems absurdly loud. Walter puts out his hand to stretch for the receiver, but 
then pulls back, scratches his forehead. 
He stands up and heads for the kitchen, is determined to find some good red wine. On his 
way there, he turns the answering machine volume all the way down. 
Sometimes as Walter strolls around the library he wonders about the things he doesn't know. 
He wonders what text might have explained Lisa to him. Perhaps it was as simple as his 
having dropped the summer squash on her kitchen linoleum floor. They had juggled the 
vegetable for an instant before it tumbled, cracking with a dull thud. 
Walter thinks about the books in the library he's never read. Thick histories of the world, 
philosophical tomes, political manifestoes. There'sjust not enough time to do everything, he 
decides. Besides, there's so much in the world that's better left alone, that should remain a 
mystery. 
When Walter answers the phone now, he deepens his voice. Sometimes he even lets the 
library's answering machine get the call, but only if Mrs. Reston is far enough away in the 
stacks. Libraries are such good things, he thinks, as he thumbs through the cookbooks. Walter 
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knows he will have to be creative tonight-Jeopardy is being preempted by a news special. It 
is an unfortunate thing, he thinks. 
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Brand New Canvas 
At least it's half over, I think, as I step back onto the small, black platfonn our band is 
currently using. I lift my horn off its stand and clip it into place around my neck. 
At the break I sat at a table off to the side from the guests. I ate a cold cut sandwich I got 
from the buffet. Freebie. Charlie was with me. The other two were at the bar. Charlie was 
alright. Reliable. More than I could say for most. "Weddings," he said. 
"Pays the bills," I replied. 
"Yeah, barely. You know I go over to J.T.'s pad just cause he's got cable?" 
"At least you got a television, man. And I'm moving this week and I'm as broke as you. 
This wedding food is okay, you know?" I said. 
"You're moving again?" Charlie put the glass of wine he'd been swirling in his hand down 
on the table. 
"Cheaper rent than on the island," I said. 
"New York City is a crazy place." Charlie nodded. "Why don't you sell one of those 
masterpieces you paint up?" 
"Yeah, okay, enough from you, funny guy." 
That's when a large, taU lady with short hair had approached us. She looked about fifty. 
Her hair wrapped around her head loosely, like a bird's nest, and she wore a peach-colored 
dress that hung long and large over her big body like a curtain. 
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"You boys are simply marvelous," she said, waving a hand when she was next to us. "I'm 
dancing as I haven't in years! True artists are something to be appreciated." 
"Hey, thanks." Charlie smiled. "We never stop trying." 
"Can 1 make a request?" She placed her hand on my arm now. "I would love to hear some 
Cole Porter. Anything by Cole Porter." 
Now, with a tum of my fist, I adjust my mouthpiece. Break over. I rest the bell of the hom 
at my side for a moment, place the reed to my tongue. I tum and look at the guys. Behind me, 
they're ready. Three pairs of eyes look at me, wait for me. Charlie's fingers balance on his 
keyboard. He winks. 
"Two more hours," I say. 
"Then we can dance with the bride?" 
"Yeah, right. Alright, "Love for Sale"," J call out. J start snapping. "One. Two. One, two, 
three." 
I'd answered an ad in the newspaper. 2 bedroom, need roommate. Five hundred a month. The 
place was in Queens. That was okay for me. I just rode the trains anywhere I had to go 
anyway. And you have to move further out to get cheap rent. The woman who answered the 
phone was nice, but brief. Second floor walk-up, I could move in as soon as I wanted, the 
room was empty. I wondered if she was the roommate or the landlord. 
"} live here," she replied flatly when I asked. 
Now, I stand in the doorway looking at the livingroom. The plaster walls are painted a sour 
beige, like saltwater-taffy color, and cracks descend from the ceiling at the comers. A light-
brown carpet covers the floor. It's stained in a few places. Two windows on the far wall look 
down on the street, and between them is a small television set on a stand too large for it. One 
silver antenna extends toward the ceiling and bends.halfway up. The three other pieces of 
furniture in the room are an old, green couch with its back to the right wall, a square, low table 
in the center of the room, and an overstuffed, blue armchair facing the television on the other 
side of the table from the couch. An eight-inch vertical rip at the back of the chair causes the 
fabric to sag. 
Maybe I should have looked longer when I picked up my keys last week. I'm not one to 
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complain, though. This is more furniture than I've ever owned. 
Behind the couch, two doors on the right wall open into the two bedrooms. Mine's in 
front, with its own window onto the street. On the opposite wall, two other doors lead to a 
small kitchen and a smaller bathroom, with only a toilet, sink and shower stall. My bedroom is 
not much, either. Like she'd said on the phone, there's a steel-spring twin bedframe with a 
four-inch thick mattress on it. That's it. There's no carpet. It has this walk-in closet, though, 
with a high ceiling and a few stray hangers on the rod. I take a brief look and tum to go carry 
in the rest of my stuff. 
My mother lives in Queens, too, about fifteen minutes away from my new place on foot. I let 
myself into my her apartment with the set of keys she insists I carry. I'm dropping her Ford 
station wagon off which I borrowed for the move. Everything I own fit in that car. The old 
wagon has the wood paneling and a swinging back door with the bent hinges at one side so 
that you have to lift the door up to close it.lt took about eight trips and forty-five minutes to get 
my things in my room. That included all my clothes, saxophones, and sheet music; also my 
papers and books, and my fold-up easel and paints. I also have some mikes and recording 
equipment that I use from time to time. 
I help myself to a cup of coffee and a peanut butter and jelly sandwich, pace her kitchen. 
She's watching The Price is Right in the other room. 
"Ma! You should watch less television," I shout from the counter where I stand. 
"Oh, stop, will you?" she calls back. "I'm old. I deserve to relax." 
"I'm serious, Ma. You should do something. Go out and meet someone." 
"Who wants me? An overweight fifty-five year old with no job?" 
"Then get a hobby," I say, moving to the door to the television room and finishing my 
sandwich. Her back to me, I'm greeted by her thin pink scarf hugging Jumpy hair curlers. 
"Where's my car?" she asks, still looking at the television. 
"Around the comerin front of the grocery." 
"Don't get me another ticket." 
"It's legal for Christ's sake. Listen, I'm going." 
I turn and cross the kitchen. I reach to put my coffee cup from the counter into the sink, but 
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then I leave it. As I'm closing the apartment door, she yells from the far room. 
"Hey! I need your new number. Raymond!" 
I pause for a moment, but then close the door tightly and head down the stairs for the 
street. 
When I get back to the apartment, it's mid-afternoon and my new roommate is there. She's 
sitting on the couch with her feet on the table. A bottle of Gibson's gin stands on the table, too. 
She's got short black hair, a cute face, and is wearing this one-piece skirt-outfit that goes to her 
knees. It's made of maroon-colored velvet. She's got on thick-soled black shoes and short 
black stockings that reveal pale skin below her knees. I really have no idea how old she is. She 
looks up when I walk in. 
"Welcome to you. Drink?" She points to the bottle with one hand and holds out her glass to 
me in the other. Purple knuckles. 
"Thanks. Too early for me." T say, and close the door behind me. 
"It's three o'clock." 
"Like I said, but thanks." 
"Whatever. I need two-hundred and fifty more from you, by the way, if I forgot to mention 
on the phone." She turns away from me when she says this. 
"Yeah, well you did forget." 
"Well, I'm telling you, because four other people after you called I said no to." 
"What for? The money." 
"Security," she says and swigs some of the gin in her glass. 
"Well fine, listen what's your name." I walk behind her, heading for my room. 
"Josephine. My friends call me Jo." 
"Well, Jo, when do you want this money by." 
"Why don't you call me Josephine there, roommate, until you've been here awhile." 
I stop at my door. I wonder for a moment if I should be surprised. I don't want to start 
something. No. Not with someone I don't even know who lives in my apartment. 
"When do you want the money?" J say evenly. 
"Friday,' she says to the wall. Today is Wednesday. 
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I go in my room and shut the door. I wonder if she even knows my name. 
I lean forward over my hom resting in my lap. My reed stands in a glass of water on the table. 
Me and Jackie, this friend of mine, are sitting in the back waiting our turns for open mike at 
Doc's Last Stop, this littlejazzjoint in Brooklyn. Bars of cluttered piano solo over "I Can't Get 
Started" force their way back to us. It's up-tempo, too fast for whatever kid's trying to handle 
it. Charlie could do it, if he was here. 
"I say, don't give her the money," Jackie says to me. 
"But how am I to know? I just moved in there." 
"Come on, Ray. I'm telling ya, she'sjerking you. You gonna stock her in Gibson's for the 
next year." 
"No, you're right, you're right. I know, too. I just want it to be cool, Jack. I can't stand 
anymore New York freaks." 
"They're everywhere, babe. You got a lock on your door?" 
"This is not a hotel I 'm living in now." 
"Yeah, so buy a bolt." Jackie silently flutters the valves on the trumpet he's holding. His 
fingers are hummingbird wings. 
"Look at it this way," he says, "you got the money?" 
"No." 
"So forget about it." 
I nod, say nothing. Jackie's right. "Y ou know this guy?" 1 finally ask. I look up at the 
stage. 
"He sucks, Ray. This shit is terrible." 
As I walk up the flight of stairs to the apartment, I have my fingers crossed that Josephine is 
asleep in her room with the door closed, or, better yet, is not even there. It's three-thirty in the 
morning. I'm wide awake, hungry even. 
But she's there. The lights are off. The television is on, white light and hiss turning the 
room a flashing gray. Josephine's lying flat on the couch, with one leg up over the back of it 
and one arm dangling beside. I hope that she's asleep, maybe passed out. She looks to be so. 
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The Gibson's bottle's still there, and two-thirds empty. I close and bolt the apartment door. 
As I step forward into the room quietly, I see her skirt has fallen up to her waist. Black 
underwear shows over glaring white legs. The underwear could actually be any color, I think, 
green or blue, but it looks black in this light. 
I decide against the kitchen. I step to the door of my room, and as I open it and am about to 
turn the light on, I hear her voice behind me, on the couch. 
"You a musician?" Her voice sounds unsteady. 
"Yeah," I say, and then wish I hadn't. I move to close the door slowly, to seal myself in 
my own small space. 
"What kind of musician'?" Musician sounds in two syllables. 
"All kinds. Hey, do me a favor." 
"What?" 
"Stay out of my room." I shut the door and lean on it while I turn on the light. In the new 
brightness I squint my eyes but then gaze again on my still-packed world. 
I'm wide awake now. My teeth and tongue are still humming from playing. I want to forget 
about my new living arrangements. I sit on the bed, but then stand again. There's still 
something inside me. That feeling when I'm not all empty, not all exhausted. 
Maybe I should try painting for awhile, I think. I haven't unpacked any of that stuff yet. 
I set up my easel in a few minutes. It's great. I can carry it anywhere. I pull my small 
round fan out of its tattered box and then force open the sticking window.l wedge the fan 
under the sash against the screen I'm surprised is there. The hum from the fan fills the room, is 
peaceful. 
1 hear glass shatter in the next room, in the kitchen, I'm pretty sure. 1 pause, listen. 
After a moment, I pull my practice stool, the only chair I own, in front of the easel, and I 
set up a brand new canvas I've had for a long time .. Sometimes I don't paint for months. 
Sometimes all I do is play, play, play. Then I'll paint for a week straight. Throw color at some 
blank canvas I've been staring at for half a year. One time I even flipped and just wrote poetry 
for 24 hours straight and filled an entire notebook. It wasn't very good or anything, but it was 
right for the time. I know that. I guess it probably wasn't poetry, but that word sounds better 
tome. 
37 
Soon, I've got glass jars, and bottles of thinner, and other things standing all over under 
the easel. I start mixing a few colors, oils, on a thin board I tote around with my other painting 
things. I hold it balanced on my knee, toward the window. A pungent smell fills the room. I 
have no idea where to start. 
I hear a moan from outside my door now. A low moan. I pause for just a moment again, 
holding still the knife with color swirling on its blade, but then I decide to ignore the sound. 
Then it comes again, louder this time. From the couch. And again, but almost a shout. I look at 
the window, at the fan blades spinning. I look back at the white canvas in front of me. 
Her voice continues to call out. Long moans, and I'm not sure at all what to make of the 
meaning. I wonder if I'm going crazy, even as I sit here, and I shake my head to clear it. I 
shiver. I can't help it. 
I'm still mixing colors with this knife in my hand. Now I stop, select a thick brush from 
my small leather bag near my bed. I start to cover the canvas with color. 
Her moans come regularly through the door, over my quiet fan, over the occasional horn 
honking on the street below. Once I hear a thunk, like a bottle hitting wood. For a moment, I 
wonder what the neighbors upstairs are like. 
I eventually paint the whole canvas black, deep black. 
I wake up the next day at noon. Tired, groggy, I sit up on my bed and look out my window. 
I'm glad I have a window. The sounds of the city put me to sleep. As I pull the fan into the 
room and shut the window, I remember I'm supposed to meet this girl today for lunch. 
What an ass, I think as I pull on pants and a shirt. This could be the start of something, 
really, if I work at it. I met this girl at a restaurant I played at last month. We talked during 
breaks at the bar, and she stayed after, just drinking her drink and hanging out. I think she 
knew the bartender, but I got her number. 
The apartment is empty, quiet, and I slip out quickly. Josephine is somewhere else. 
As I ride the train into Manhattan I think of the one date we had. Her name's Stacy. I took 
her to this bar uptown to see another band I know, but I don't think she liked it. We talked 
some and got sandwiches. We went back to her place afterward, this little cozy studio near 
fourteenth, but I didn't stay. She said I could call her, so here I get this lunch set up and forget 
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about it. Of course, moving has kept me busy. 
For a brief second I think of the events from last night, or early this morning, I suppose. 
I'd painted until the noise stopped, then I'd crashed, passed out. I wonder if Josephine drinks 
like that every day. 
I get to the little cafe in the Village and I'm half an hour late. Stacy's drinking a Coke and 
reading a book. 
"Hi. I'm really sorry. I got caught up and the trains were slow, and things have been 
hectic-I got this new apartment, and my roommate's a little crazy," I say as I sit down. 
"Y ou look a little beat, Raymond. Are you okay?" She half-smiles at me, folds her book 
away beside her. 
"Oh, it's nothing, I'm a little tired, I guess." 
"Is this a musician thing?" She laughs. 
"Well, I don't know. Don't you have days like this?" 
"Sure, I guess. J try to avoid them." 
"What do you want to eat? Do you want to stay here?" I suddenly find myself wondering if 
she's bored. 
"Urn, well, is there somewhere you'd like to go?" She pauses, looks at me. 
"No, no. I'mjust making sure you're okay." 
"I'm okay." 
The waitress brings menus to our table. I pick mine up, start looking down the columns of 
food. Mostly sandwiches, some salads. I realize I'm starving now. I haven't eaten since last 
night. 
"I'm having this chicken tarragon sandwich. What do you want?" She looks up from the 
menu. 
"I'm not sure yet. I'll decide when she comes back. So, your roommate's crazy?" Stacy 
folds her arms on the table and looks at me. 
"Oh. Yeah. Drinks. She was moaning last night. In the livingroom, I mean. J tried to paint, 
but couldn't and that was after coming back from a club. Late. How's work for you?" 
Stacy doesn't say anything for a moment. 
"Why don't you move?" 
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"What do you mean why don't you move. I just moved. I have nowhere to go." 
"Well, don't stay in a place with a roommate who has problems like that." She clasps her 
hands under her chin. 
"Well, it's cheap, and it's going to be one thing or the other, right? Wait, this is crazy. 
Let's talk about you. I didn't want to come out here to teU you all my problems." 
"That's okay, Raymond." 
The waitress takes our order, Stacy asks for a salad. We talk some more, eat, talk about 
leaving. We get the bill. I look in my wallet. "Oh shit, Stacy." 
She smiles, tilts her chin down to look at me. "Why am I not surprised? Don't worry, what 
do you need?" 
"No, I feel really stupid. I am such an idiot." I glance again at the bill. "I need eight dollars. 
I promise I'll make it up to you next time." She gives me a ten, says the extra two are for the 
tip. 
On the street, she waves goodbye and says she'll call. 
"Yeah, okay," I say. My wallet is empty again. I have one token to get home. 
"What do you want?" My mother shouts from the television room. 
"I came to say hi. I was just walking by." 
"Yeah, right you were. You want food. Help yourself. While you're here fix the toilet in 
my bedroom." 
"Alright," I yell, and head down the hall. Fix it yourself, I think. 
I walk through her messy bedroom and look at Dad's picture, still sitting on the dresser 
next to Mom's purse. He's smiling, striped tie over a nice blue Oxford shirt. The nicest picture 
we have of him. I'm glad that's what we've got, I think. 
I hurry into the bathroom where I can hear the toilet. I lift the ceramic lid off the tank at the 
back and push the water tube into place so it'll stop endlessly running water. Fifty-five or how 
old did she say? And she can't fix a toilet? 
I replace the lid and go back into the bedroom. I walk to her purse. I undo the clasp and 
pull out her wallet, open the smooth worn leather. I pocket two twenties and a ten and then put 
it all right back the way it was. 
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I tum, take three steps, and she's there at the door. 
"What are you doing?" 
"Fixing your goddamn toilet, Ma." 
"Watch your mouth, will you? You expect me to do it?" She puts her hands on her hips, 
blocks the door. 
"Ma, please. Please find something, someone to do something with. This is not good for 
you." 
Now she steps toward me, pokes the air between us with a forefinger. "Listen, smart-
mouth. What are you thirty-one and not even married? Why don't you find yourself some nice 
girl and give me a grandchild one ofthese days. That'll give me something to do, alright? I'd 
been married ten years by the time I was your age." 
"Yeah, well look where it got you." 
Wham. Her hand shoots out. Smacks my mouth. She bites her lip. 
"Don't you ever say that with your father not here. It got me you, you bastard. Now it's 
your tum. It's cause you think you're some goddamned artist you rule the world. Well, that 
was your father's idea. Now I have to worry about you. Find a girl who can take better care of 
you than me, why don't you." 
I push past her now, stride down the hall. 
"Well, I had a date with one today who won't want to see me again. Thinks I'm nuts. So 
you happy? Shit, 1 couldn't find a nice girl if 1 tried." 
"What?" she shouts after me. 
"I said I'm leaving," I shout over my shoulder. 
"Don't you want food?" 
"nf LEAVING!" I'm not hungry anyway. 
I walk around on the sidewalks for awhile, my hands stuffed in my pockets. Funniest feeling 
is, I'm not sure where to go. I could go find Charlie and hang out with him, but he's probably 
sleeping. 
Eventually, I find myself making a mental list of things I want. I end up shopping, hit 
Grand Avenue where all the small shops are. Ten reeds, two tubes of paint: colors by the 
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names of Greek Olive and Arctic Blue. Lastly, I buy a bottle of Jim Beam and a steak sandwich 
to get rid of this persistent hunger, and finally, an hour or so later, I head home. 1 have eight-
fifty left. Enough for a few subway rides, and here I am again, broke. 
I sit in my room, eat the sandwich, wash it down with a glass of the liquor. I stare at my 
canvas. I set up my fan, mix colors. 
By the time it's dark, 1 feel drunk. I've painted a shape on the canvas, this green loopy line 
that outlines a form, but I can't tell what it is. It's green, a sickly green on black. The phone 
rings. I put my brush down and go and sit on the couch, look out the window while I answer. 
"Ray?" Charlie's voice sounds over the line. "Are you free tomorrow?" 
"Yeah. Urn, well, what time?" 
"Y ou okay, Ray?" 
"Oh. Just one of those moods, you know." 
"Hang in there, babe. Hey, but there's a last minute slot for a band at Chad's if you can 
come up with players. 1 can do it. Some band canceled." 
Money, I think. "Oh, shit. But tomorrow? On a Friday? No one'II be free last minute." 
"Y ou want me to tell him no?" 
1 look out the window, keep silent. 
"Raymond, come on. Call Mike Wozniak. He'll bring his kit, and whether you can get a 
bass player or not we'l1 do the gi g." 
"Alright. Alright. I'll get it." This means 1 have to make phone calls. I hang up, stand up 
and stretch. I feel suddenly woozy. I sit back down, watch the room. 
"I need money from you tomorrow," Josephine says as she walks in. I look at her, smile. I 
wonder if she remembers making all that noise. 
"I don't have money. Don't have no money. No money," 1 say from where I'm lying on 
the couch. She stops on her way to the kitchen. 
"Are you drunk?" She spots the half empty bottle beside the couch. She smirks. 
"Ugh. Whiskey. Disgusting." She turns her back, walks into the kitchen, takes the Gibson 
bottle from the counter and walks back into the room. 
"Bourbon." 
"What?" 
"Bourbon," I say. "Bourbon!" 
42 
"Y ou 're a mess. Better practice some," she says, sneers, disappears into her room. 
Later I wake. Get up from the couch. My head is pounding. I drink three glasses of water in 
the kitchen and then go into my bedroom with my bottle and shut the door. I lie down, but my 
head hurts and I feel too exhausted to sleep. I get up to paint. I pour myself a drink, swallow 
it, and then refill it and put the glass on the floor by my feet. Painting is not easy, but I can do 
it and not think. 
After a while, I start to feel beUer. I step back to look at the canvas, to view. Now I see the 
face in the upper left comer. A face stretched, open-mouthed, out of focus. Long hair, and her 
skin is green. Her skin. I think of Schiele's paintings, the green skin like that, black eyes. I 
refill my glass. 
Then I hear a moan outside my door. One of those moans. She's calling for someone, I 
think. Smile. I hear her staggering around out there. Move. Maybe Stacy was right. Move. 
I've been moving my whole life. My entire life, I think, has been one big, huge goddamned 
move. 
There's a knock on my bedroom door. 
One big move, from place to place, floor to floor, bed to bed, job to job. 
Two knocks at the door. 
I thrust a green streak onto the canvas, see a leg, green knee lifted high in the air. 
Three knocks. 
I put my brush down on the board, place the board on the floor. I walk over, put on my 
neckstrap, and clip on my tenor sax. I walk to the door. 
Four fucking knocks. 
WHONK! WHONK! WHONK! WHONK! The hom's bass notes bounce off the flimsy 
door and reverberate like the hom blows from an eighteen-wheeler. Spittle flies at the comers 
of my mouth and my teeth buzz. The notes are deafening in the small room. 
Her fist pounds on the door. Five times. The thin wood shakes with the bounce of 
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aluminum foil. 
I blow five notes. Low loud calls, calls that would blow over headstones, alternated with 
high screaming, squealing pitches that I think will deafen me. 
Cut that shit out! 
I hear the voice above me, over the ceiling, hear the foot pound. 
"You shut the fuck up!" I yell, and then stop, stop everything. I stand still, listen to my 
heavy breathing. 
The door in front of me is quiet. I reach slowly for the doorknob, tum it noiselessly. Then 
I yank the door open and look. 
She's gone. I hold my hom tightly against my body, stare at the blackness of the bare 
livingroom. I feel myself start to shake. 
Friday morning. I get up slowly, take two aspirin and call Stacy. Her answering machine picks 
up. I'm not sure what to say. 
"Hi. Stacy. Raymond. The musician guy? Listen, I'm sorry about Wednesday, being late 
and all. Maybe you want to try again. somewhere else, or just get together again, anywhere, 
anytime. I'll bring more money." 
I pause, feel like I'm losing my train of thought. I must sound like an idiot, 1 think. I 
suddenly wish I could stop her machine, erase it, and start over but the tape is running. 
"What I mean, is, maybe we can go relax somewhere. Have some wine, listen to music. 
You know what I mean? Just listen to music." 
I leave my new number, know she won't call. 
I get to Chad's early, six o'clock. We're not supposed to start until nine, but I want to sit and 
relax, maybe convince the cook to give me something to eat. I put my horns on the stage, get a 
table in a back comer. I always leave the alto at home. Don't need it. Tenor and soprano let me 
do anything. The place is starting to fill, people eating, weekend starting. 
I wander around, sit at the bar. I know these guys, the bartenders, even the cook. I feel 
restless, though, so I go back to the table, soak the reeds, and try to think of the tune order. 
Charlie comes in at eight to set up his keyboards. 
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"Hey, hey, Ray! You been here long?" 
"Feels like all day, now. No, it's cool. Just a place to go, you know?" 
"Yeah, I do. So who else is coming?" 
"Mike and this bassist Tony Sorrentino." 
"I know him. We did a wedding on a boat on the Hudson last year, I think." 
"Yeah, he's got chops." 
Charlie steps on the stage and sets up. At eight-thirty, Tony comes in with his big stand-up 
bass, like he's bringing a date. He slips the cover off, plugs into his amplifier, lays the bass 
down on its side. 
Chad, who's always there making sure the place runs right, appears by the table. 
"Nine. Start right at nine," he says, and leaves when I nod okay. 
At ten minutes to nine, I walk over to Charlie. 
"Where the fuck is Mike?" 
"Shit, I don't know. Not like him not to show. How long you want to wait?" 
"We can't wait. We just have to go without him." 
"No problem for me," Tony says. 
"Alright, man, you're the only beat we got tonight, then." I get my horn. 
We play four sets, play until one-thirty, with three breaks in between to rest. After the first 
few tunes where I loosen up, we sound okay, and I begin to think it helps us that we don't 
have a snare drum banging in this small space. We don't need it. The bass thrums out fat 
notes, walks a steady beat and Charlie and I trade space, but I take most of the solo time. 
Standards, more standards, but at least it beats weddings. I can't stand weddings. We close 
with "Born to Be Blue" and it's beautiful. We all take long solos, and the place is quiet to hear 
the last number. 
Out of breath, I finally sit down and look for a beer. When I get one, I go to Chad to get 
paid so I can pay Charlie and Tony. 
"No. I ain't paying you four hundred." 
"What do you mean, you're not paying four hundred. That's what Charlie told me ... " 
"What does Charlie know? Who's gig is this? I ain't paying you for a quartet when you 
bring me three guys with no drummer." He's counting receipts behind the bar, looking at his 
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thumb that's rifling through tabs. 
"Chad, it was better. Didn't you hear it? You don't need a drummer. It's too small in here." 
"Don't tell me what I need. We get a drummer every band we play here. They expect it." 
His hand sweeps the air, gestures to the room. 
"Jesus, Chad," I tum away from the bar, look at the stage where they're packing up. 
"Listen," he says behind me, "you guys are good. Don't get me wrong. I got a place to 
run, okay? I give you $210. That's seventy each. You good with that?" 
He counts the bills out, hands me the money. I pay Tony and Charlie, apologize for not 
having it straight. 
"Hey, no sweat, that's life, right Ray?" Charlie says, tucking his last cable into a black 
bag. His lips are pressed tightly together. 
I feel exhausted and my back hurts as I walk up the stairs toward the apartment. Two-thirty in 
the morning. My steps slow as I get close. 
Until I hear my hom inside. 
Whonk! Tweet! WHONK! Tweet! 
I take the last steps two at a time, bump the walls with my saxophone cases. I drop my 
horns, fumble keys at the door, finally push my way in leaving the other horns behind me in 
the hall. 
Josephine is slumped in the chair watching some punk in a black leather jacket blow on my 
alto from behind the couch. He stops playing, both of their heads tum to me when the door 
flies inward. Glasses, ashtray, gin bottle all litter the table. The earring in the guy's nose looks 
like a hook. I feel my face turn hot, my head gets dizzy looking through the smoke in the air at 
my gleaming horn in his hand. 
"Is this yours?" he says. "Cool noises, man." 
I feel myself leap toward him, move around the couch, and lift the horn out of his grasp 
with one hand. I plant my other hand in the center of his chest, push through his chest as hard 
as I can, but it doesn't give way, his body moves back, flies hard against the wall as his eyes 
pop wide in surprise. He thuds the wall and his head bumps back, and then he slumps down to 
the floor with his hands out to brace himself. He looks at me, stunned. 
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"Goddamn it," Josephine says behind me. "You're a psycho." Her words slur. 
I tum and look at her. She pushes her body up to a sitting position. 
"And you owe me money," she spits. 
"What the hell did I tell you?" I say. ~'What did I say to you? I don't owe you shit. You let 
another freak in my room, I'll shove that Gibson's bottle down your throat, you little lush," I 
finish through trembling lips. She starts, lurches back a bit. 
"Give me my money." 
I tum back to the door of the apartment and carry my horns from the hall into the room. 
"Give me my money," she says again. 
I bolt the apartment door, carry all the horns into my room and put them on my bed. 
"GIVE ME MY MONEY!" she screams from the chair as I go back in the room. Her friend 
is standing behind the couch now, and he's rubbing the back of his neck. He moves away 
from me, watches us. 
Something thuds on the ceiling several times. 
"Money. You want money? Here's your fucking money," I stand over her, pull the small 
wad of bills from my pocket. I peel off a five, throw it on her head. It drifts to her lap. I peel 
off ones, crinkled, dirty ones, and I throw them in the air over her head. I peel off two more 
fives, throw them in her face. She has bills hanging all over her body when I stop. I don't 
know how much money I've thrown away. 
"There. Buy your fucking bottle." I turn and go into my room, slam the door behind me. 
I sit on the bed, exhale, look at the alto horn. The reed is cracked. I twist the whole 
mouthpiece off, take it apart, throw the pieces on the floor. 
I hear the apartment door slam. 
The green skin of two knees pierces up into the bla~k background. Her face is clear now, 
shriek visible on her stretched features. I think I see where her stomach is, too. I'm sure she's 
naked. I smear purple over her chest, twist the brush to blotch breasts of mottled color where I 
see they should be. Her form seems clear to me now. She's sitting somewhere, but I'm not 
sure where. I'm not sure I can let that black background define a space. I continue to push the 
brush into piles of color on the board. 
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*** 
I hear the phone ringing from my room. Stacy. Jesus. I jump out of bed and run to get it in 
time. 
"Hello," I say. 
"Raymond!" My mother's voice barrels over the line at me. 
"Oh. Ma. How'd you get my number?" I rub my eye, try to wake up. 
"Information is still giving out numbers last time I checked. You were expecting someone 
else? A girl, maybe?" 
"N I· t " 0, no. JUs mean ... 
"Never mind, Raymond. I'm calling because it's Saturday and why don't you come over 
and visit. Have lunch. Spend some time here for a change." I sink into the couch. 
"Ma, I'm always there." 
"Y ou are never here." Her voice challenges me. I can see where this is going. 
"Ma, you're always watching T.V. whenever I'm there." 
"Don't you tell me I watch too much T.V." 
"I didn't say that." 
"I heard you." 
"Ma, I just woke up. Please, I was working last night." 
"Uh-huh. Working. You listen to me. I'll expect you this afternoon. Two o'clock." The 
line goes dead. I let the receiver dangle by its cord to the floor. 
I spend the rest of the morning adding color to the painting, adding thickness to the canvas 
that started out white. It's coming along well, I think, for just a few days work. More is 
revealed. Her two legs are clear now, one on each side of the canvas. One knee's bent up 
pointing in the air while the other lies on its side pointing out. She faces the canvas, the 
viewers, wide open. Green everywhere, with streaks of brown and purple like skin under 
lights, some weird kind of skin. Her mouth gapes. To my surprise, I see then, too, that 
something is between her legs, something I can't see yet, and I realize I have to figure out what 
it is, I have to try to see. 
I meet Charlie in the Village for drinks before this gig he has that begins around midnight. He's 
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the third band or something. He buys us shots and then I buy him one back. We also have a 
few beers, and then he doesn't want to drink anymore until he gets to this gig. He laughs, tells 
me I should have gone to visit my mother. 
We agree to go piss in the soup at Chad's restaurant, and then I wave good-bye as he 
climbs in his van to drive his gear to the club. I would normally have gone, but somehow, 
these days, unless I'm playing, I just don't feel like sitting and listening through. Not when I 
have to pay some bouncer a cover everywhere. 
I tum and walk down Bleeker heading toward the subway. I feel a little drunk, in fact, a lot 
drunk. It's a good feeling. I smile at the thought of Charlie slipping up on his parts tonight. 
That's when I bump right into this woman who steps out from the doorway of this bar and 
into my path. I guess I'm not looking. 
"Stacy!" I recognize her as soon as I look up. I must have been staring at my feet. 
Goddamn city, I think. Only place in the world where with twelve million people you can still 
run into someone you know any day of the week. 
She stands up straight, steps away from me. 
"Oh. Hello. Raymond. Excuse me, I'm really sorry." 
, "No, it's my fault. I wasn't looking." I try not to breathe too hard, hope she can't smell the 
booze. "Did you get my message?" 
"1...1 did, I'm sorry I didn't call, I just don't think ... well, I'm such a homebody. I'm just 
not the type for the exciting nightlife." 
"What do you mean exciting nightlife?" 
"Raymond!" She sounds exasperated for a moment. "I'm sorry, Ijust don't think we're 
right, O.K.?" She looks at me, stands still. Didn't I expect this all along, though, I think. Then 
the door to the bar opens and this clean-cut guy in a blue suit-coat appears. 
"Okay, we're an set," he says and walks up to ~s. "Well. Hello there." He turns to me 
when he sees me standing there. Stacy looks up at him. 
me. 
"Bill, this is Raymond. Just a friend I met a couple weeks ago," she says, turns back to 
"Good to meet you, Ray," Bill stretches out his hand. I even shake it, nod my head. 
"Yeah, same," I say. "Well, I'm glad I ran into you, Stacy." One comer of her mouth turns 
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up at my joke. 
"Sure, me too," she says. 
"Funny how that happens in such a big city, isn't it?" Bill grins. 
"Yeah, sure," I look at my feet. "Well, I gotta go." 
I wave, start walking. 
I stop a few blocks from home for one more drink. I actually have two before I head back to 
the apartment. I feel ready to pass out, go to sleep for a long time. 
Upstairs, I bolt the apartment door behind me, turn to face the television that's blaring late 
night news into the room. Then Josephine lurches out of her bedroom. She's gripping a 
Gibson's bottle by its neck, takes a drink and leans on the side of the couch as she moves 
toward me. 
"Hey there, roomie," she slurs over the noise. "Come on. Have one little drink with Josie." 
She lifts the bottle from her side, stretches it in my direction. 
She looks horrible. She's wearing old blue jeans, and a white T-shirt with a large hole at 
the shoulder that reveals a black bra strap. I can smell the tang of the gin everywhere. Vinegar 
and berries and pine cones. Her hair is pressed flat on one side of her head. I think about how 
to move around her to get to my room without touching her. Instead, I go straight to the 
television, turn the sound down. The anchor's mouth moves silently. 
"Yeah, shut that off." Josephine says, comes around the couch. 
I ignore her, want to be alone. As I start to move past her, though, she steps quickly in my 
path. 
"Hey!" I shout. I lean back, but the table's in my way, stops me from retreating. 
Before I can move, she flings her free arm around my neck and tries to pull her body 
against mine. "Kiss me, sax man. Kiss me." Spittle.hits my cheek. I can feel her feet slip-she 
tries to keep her balance, press her face to mine, instead just slams the Gibson's bottle into my 
ribs in an effort to stay standing. 
I watch my right hand swing in close to her head, clip her jaw. It can't be hard, she's so 
close to me, but her face flips up and away. She falls back, nails scratch my neck before she 
collapses on the couch. The bottle bounces on the rug, falls on its side and slops gin. 
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"Oh, shit. Shit." I say. I touch the back of my neck, feel a sting. Josephine leans forward 
slowly, lifts a hand to her face, rubs her chin. 
"My face. Oh. Ow," she moans. 
"Josephine, are you okay? I don't know why I did that. I'm sorry. Josephine?" Ijust want 
her to look up at me, to make sure she's alright. 
"Just call me Jo," she mumbles. Her head tilts forward. 
"Josephine?" I say. 
She vomits on the rug. 
I need to think of a title for the painting. Originally, I was going to call it "Green Woman in 
Aux" and then hang it on my wall. But, as I finished it, I guess I saw that that wouldn't tell the 
story. 
Now, I can see the whole picture. The woman is still there, her knees thin and green. Her 
mouth yawns at me, and her eyes peer out-the large black circles-empty and hollow. Below 
her head, thin breasts hang over green and purple body, paint streaks down toward her waist. 
There, between her legs, right at her waist, I see the baby's head. The woman's hands reach 
for it. It's large-huge, in fact-larger than the woman's head, and it peers up, out of the 
canvas, looking for something. Its eyes are black, too, and as I look at it, and I can see the 
baby is angry. I know this because its round face wrinkles in a silent howl that must come 
from its open mouth contorted the way it is. 
And now, all I need is a title to go with it. 
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A Real Attractive Idea 
I don't actually see him swing. I guess I'm too busy trying to avoid the deep puddles of water 
that have collected along the curb and on the sidewalk. The black water's hard to see at night 
unless I catch the orange shine of a streetlight floating at the surface. I'm also trying to guess 
whether or not my pal, Terry, had his hand on my wife's leg under the table at Hootie's, the 
bar Ellen and I have just left. Suppose it doesn't matter now. It's Ellen who grabs my arm, 
makes me look up. "My God, Jack." She stops walking and I obey her grasp, step closer to 
her. 
"What?" I glance at her face, then follow her gaze down the street ahead of us. 
"Didn't you see that? He just hit her." 
"Who?" I say, but then I see who she means. A long block ahead of us two people are 
standing on the other side of the street. A couple, looks like. The street is pretty well lit up 
every fifty feet or so, and they're under a light. They're both this sickly orange color like old 
varnish. I can see the guy is wearing a suit, and the-wash from the bulb high above makes it 
look this funny matte black, a Halloween color. He has his hands in his pants pockets and is 
pacing small circles when llook. The woman's in some kind of dress that puffs out as it drops 
to her knees. 
"Right there. He hit her," Ellen says again, her voice lower. 
"Are you sure?" 
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"Yes. I saw it." Her hand tightens on my arm. 
We still haven't moved from where we stopped. I'm suddenly glad the clear night air is 
warm; we've had three days of angry spring thunderstonns that kept it cold until now. All the 
cherry blossoms have been ripped from the trees-some petals float in puddles but most are 
crushed and wilt in wet clumps against curbs. 
At the corner, the woman puts a hand on her stomach and then bends at the waist like she's 
taking a bow. I hear the high echo of her cough through the empty air. So does Ellen. "Jack, 
we've got to help her." 
"Ellen." I watch the woman place her other hand just above her knee, brace herself. The 
man has stopped pacing and watches the woman spit at the sidewalk. 
Ellen releases her grip from my arm, skips off the curb and starts striding quickly over the 
road toward the couple. Water splashes as she ignores puddles. A brief moment, I jog after. 
The man hears our footsteps right away. He pulls his hands out of his pockets and steps 
once toward us. Then he runs the fingers of both hands through his hair, turns away. He drops 
his hands and turns back to us. 
1 catch up to Ellen as she reaches them. She puts one hand on the woman's back and one 
on her shoulder. 
"Are you okay?" I hear her say as she leans toward the woman. 
"Oh geez," says the guy. He looks at Ellen and then me. His hair is short on top but hangs 
long to his shoulders in the back. Looks blond. 
The woman's head turns and she straightens, staggers a bit as she stands. Her curly brown 
hair falls away from her face. From her expression, I can tell we surprised her. 
"Are you okay?" Ellen asks her again. 
"Geez." The guy says this again, then steps to the woman, puts one hand on her arm. His 
other hand is back in his hair, pulling it tight against his scalp. I see now the suit he's wearing 
is actually a tuxedo. He looks younger than me by maybe a decade, maybe only five years. 
Late twenties, I figure. 
"Do you need help?" I ask then, more to him than her. She still looks dazed. 
"Thanks, no. I mean, did you see? You saw?" His voice is high-pitched, shaky. "Oh 
geez." 
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The woman flips back a length of tightly curled hair off her forehead and wipes her lip. 
"Well, what do you know, Dougie. People sure can be nice," she says, and glances at her 
companion. Her voice slurs. A streak of black reaches across her cheek from her lip. "I just got 
my hair done today." She looks at Ellen and grins. "Don't you like it when you feel pretty?" 
My wife looks at me, turns back to them. "Maybe you should sit down for awhile and 
catch your breath," she says. 
"That's a real good idea," says the guy, nodding quickly. "Come on, Sissy. And thank 
you." He looks at me. 
Ellen throws me a glance. Looks at the guy. "You know, we live up this block. Right 
there." She points to our house even though it's still not visible from where we are. The man 
stares at Ellen for a long second before he follows her hand. 
"Yeah," he says, when he looks back. 
Ellen takes a breath. For a moment I think I can hear the music from Hootie's, but I know 
we're too far away. And I know if I say something now, Ellen won't speak to me through 
tomorrow. She continues. "Why don't you both come back, sit down. 1 '11 make you some 
coffee. You can sober up a bit." As Ellen says this I realize I can smell the beer thick as 
uncooked dough in the clear night air. 
Sissy perks up. "1 love nice neighborhood people. Come on, Dougie." She slaps the palm 
of one hand on his chest. 
The guy looks around quickly like he's got friends somewhere who'll tell him what to do. I 
know what he wants to do. In a way I feel bad, know it's harder for him to refuse my wife 
than another guy, me perhaps. I scratch the back of my neck. 
"Yeah," the guy finally says. "That's a real attractive idea." 
Ellen and I live in the first-floor apartment of a large colonial-style home that was built in the 
sixties. The front door opens into a hallway with the livingroom right off to the left, and then 
there's a kitchen and bedroom in the back. The outside of the place could use some work-it's 
a rundown-looking building with flecks of peeling white paint in the grass at the foundation 
and occasional shingles do appear on the front lawn-but our apartment is nice inside. Painted 
plaster and new appliances. 
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"Y ou went to a party tonight," says Ellen, trying for conversation as we head along the 
sidewalk. 
Dougie and Sissy are following us. 
"Wedding," says Dougie, behind me. 
I step over a puddle. 
"Old college friends tying the knot," says Sissy. "Then we went to this bar. Ugh." 
"Well, we wouldn't have had to stay if you hadn't left your purse in his car," says Dougie. 
"Here we are," says Ellen. She stops at the walk that leads to our house, then turns. I 
follow her up the cracked concrete path. 
"Please. After you," I say, at the house. I hold the screen door open, resigned to playing 
host for awhile. 
Ellen opens the front door and I hear her click on the livingroom lights. Outside, the plate 
glass front window glows yellow, a fish tank. Dougie and Sissy follow her in. I watch Sissy's 
high heels negotiate the front steps. Her feet wobble. 
As I let the screen door close behind me, Ellen has already turned, indicates the livingroom. 
"Make yourselves comfortable. I'll make coffee." She looks as if she's protecting the rest of 
the house from intrusion. She stands there until our guests have entered the livingroom, then 
she widens her eyes at me for an instant. She spins, strides away. 
"So grab a chair," I say as I enter the room, as if I normally usher people into my apartment 
at all hours instead of heading straight to bed, sprawling on the comforter. I remove my denim 
jacket, sling it in a comer. 
"Real nice place. This is a real nice place," says Sissy. She plumps down in the center of 
our couch, clasps her hands in her lap. Her dress compresses like a foam pillow. 
"Thanks," I say. I pause to see where Dougie will sit. We only have two other chairs, 
overstuffed armchairs that surround a long coffee ta,ble that's in front of the couch. When 
Dougie wedges himself in a comer of the couch, I cross the room, ease into a chair. I watch 
Dougie and Sissy glance around. Dougie's tux shirt is baby-blue. A couple of dolls. That's 
what they look like. 
"No. I mean this is a real nice place. Real nice." Sissy looks at me with a concerned face, 
nods several times. "Like your friend Todd's old place, Dougie." 
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"Sissy, goddammit, I think they live here. I think they know what belongs to them, huh?" 
Dougie stretches an arm on the couch armrest, scratches at it. 
"Dougie, you were so much fun to dance with tonight, at least until we got to that other 
dive you took us to. Dance, dance, dance. What ever happened to you anyway?" 
"Sissy, shut up." Dougie looks at me, sighs. 
I'm embarrassed. I want Ellen to be here instead of me. But she escaped. I know what 
she's doing. I can picture her leaning with her back against the kitchen counter, her arms 
across her chest. She's trying to breathe slowly, get calm. I know she'll stay in there longer 
than she has to. Maybe she's thinking of Terry. Maybe she's wishing she's back in Hootie's, 
her leg pressed up against his. 
"So you're just visiting for the wedding?" I ask. Just then Ellen comes in the room with a 
folded cloth in one hand and a small coffee plate in the other. "Here you go," she says, sets the 
plate on the coffee table. She extends the cloth toward Sissy who takes it after a moment. 
"For your face, if you want," says Ellen. 
Sissy smiles weakly. "Thank you." The cloth looks heavy with wet. Warm, I think. 
I watch Ellen turn and leave. 
Sissy swings her arm from the elbow like the boom of a mast, drops the cloth in Dougie's 
lap. "You help me," she says, stares strai ght ahead at the window that opens onto the front 
lawn. 
Dougie scoops the cloth from his lap, weighs it. Looks at her, then me. I look away, stare 
at the black square of glass in the wall until I see their reflection there. I want to tell Dougie to 
just help her, but also know he'd probably be just as well off if he simply stood up and walked 
out of our house. But I'm just tired, I think. 
"So how was this wedding?" I ask. "I like weddings." 
"I hate weddings," says Sissy. She looks at her J;lails. Dougie takes the cloth and starts to 
gently wipe at the blood on Sissy's face. "They're so expensive," she continues. "Shoes. 
Dress. Hair. Ouch. All this waltzing around for nothing." Each time she speaks, she lifts 
Dougie's hand with the cloth away from her jaw. 
That's when I notice Ellen frowning at me from outside the livingroom doorway. She's 
carrying a tray with cups, milk, coffee stuff. But waiting for me to notice her. 
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"Excuse me a moment," I say, and get up, head for the hall but not too fast. Ellen backs 
into the shadow outside the room. 
"What?" I say to Ellen in a low voice, as soon as we're a few good steps into the hall. I 
lean against the wall, look down atmy sneakers. I can hear Dougie and Sissy whispering back 
in the livingroom. 
"Do you think you can talk about something other than weddings?" Ellen whispers to me. I 
look up. Her face is gray in the shadow of the hall, a silhouette in the light of the kitchen 
behind her. 
"Did you need help with this tray?" I ask. 
"I'm serious, Jack." 
"At this hour does it really matter to you what I talk about? It's been a long night, 
remember?" 
"This is not about me, Jack. Can you think about our guests for a moment, what they 
might be thinking?" 
1 decide not to say anything. We stand there for a moment, quietly, in the dark. "Okay," 1 
finally say. "Good," Ellen says, gives a quick nod. "Then let's go." 
"Okay, time for a little something to warm us up," Ellen announces cheerfully, entering the 
room like a talk show host. "Are you feeling better?" She directs the question to Sissy as she 
places the tray on the coffee table. 
Sissy looks up at her and then me as 1 return to my seat. She deflects Dougie's hand from 
her face. "Don't you think?" she asks. 
Ellen looks at her blankly. Dougie tosses the cloth onto the small plate. It lands with a slap. 
The plate wobbles. 
"I mean, it's like all a game, don't you think, Dougie?" She gazes at each of us, moves her 
head in small jumps. "Weddings," she says. "Don't. you think?" 
I touch my fingertips to my forehead, exhale. 
"Shut up, Sissy," says Dougie, leaning back in the couch. 
"Why don't you help yourselves to coffee," says Ellen. "Please?" She looks at me 
questioningly. 
J shake my head, think maybe I'll get to steep eventually. 
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"I should make a phone call," says Dougie. "Let my friend know we're okay." He looks 
from Ellen to me. "Well sure, have some coffee," says Ellen. "You can do that." She backs 
into the other armchair. Dougie reaches forward, pours coffee from our small silver pot into 
two cups. The shoulder pads of his tuxedo jacket lift in a shrug as he hunches forward. "There 
you go," he says to Sissy, indicating the cup. 
"Our phone lines are out," I say. "You know, the storms." 
Sissy stretches forward and lifts the cup, sits back on the couch. 
"That's right, I'm forgetting," Ellen says. 
"Your phone lines'?" Dougie shifts forward as he says this. 
I watch the coffee slosh from Sissy's cup, land in her lap. "Oh! Jesus, Dougie." She lifts 
her cup straight into the air, tries to settle it, then puts it back on the tray. 
"The cloth," says EUen, pointing. 
Sissy starts to examine her dress, pulls at the fabric. 
"If you could keep your hands to yourself for one moment, you might stay out of trouble," 
Dougie says. With a bang, he places his cup firmly back on the tray, reaches for the cloth. 
Sissy stops wiping at her dress with her hand, whirls at Dougie. Her eyes narrow. "Jesus, 
mister, you're really one to talk aren't you," she says quietly. 
"H I' t " ey, JUS mean ... 
"Y ou don't know what the hell you mean," Sissy interrupts. "If you knew what you meant 
you might still have a clean shirt to give back to the rental store." 
I think we all look at Dougie's shirt at once. It's true. There's a dark splotch near the collar 
like fountain pen ink. This stain won't wash out, though. Dougie looks up from his shirt to all 
of us. Ellen looks at me. No one says anything. I'm about to get coffee just to do something, 
but then Dougie speaks. 
"I've never done this before," he says. His voice cracks. "Never ever ever." 
I see the guy's eyes begin to tear. He keeps talking, shakes his head, looks from Ellen to 
me and back again. "I know you guys don't know me or anything," he says. 
I want to look away from him, but at the same time, I can't. 
"I don't know. I don't. .. I. .. never ever before. Really." He runs his hands through hIS 
hair, then turns to Sissy. "I'm sorry, baby, really." 
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J think that it's a good thing that he's not too drunk, but then as J watch he puts his face in 
his hands. His body shakes a bit. 
"Honey! Honey. Come on, sit up. No big deal," says Sissy. She shakes Dougie's 
shoulder. Her cheeks turn red as she tries to straighten him up, avoids looking at Ellen and me. 
"Geez. I'm really sorry," Dougie says, as he lifts his head. "Really. I'm really sorry." He 
rubs his eyes with the backs of his hands. I can't tell if he's saying this to Ellen and me or to 
Sissy. The look on Ellen's face makes me think she's thinking the same thing. Maybe she 
regrets it now. Bringing them home. Maybe if she could mind her business for once. Maybe 
right now she's thinking she should have kept on walking. In a way, I hope she is. I won't ask 
her about it later, though. 
"Who's in the picture on the wall?" Sissy says. 
When I hear her voice blurt into the room I realize I'm staring at Ellen. "Where?" I ask, 
turning my head toward the wall above the couch. There's not much to the apartment 
decorations. Pretty standard. Our wedding picture, Ellen's print of a lake in Minnesota, photos 
of family, friends, such like that. I tell Ellen not to clutter the walls. Hundreds of small frames 
make me think of an old person's apartment. 
"There. With the ducks," says Sissy, pointing. She's pointing to a photograph. 
Dougie turns his head now too, sniffles. 
"That's me and my buddy, Terry," I say. I tug at my lower lip, look at the photo. 
"That's a lot of ducks," says Sissy. 
The photo is a closeup that shows Terry and me kneeling down in a clearing in front of 
several large white pines. Terry has his Remington 12 gauge leaning against his shoulder. 
We're holding up two Wood ducks each, one of the most beautiful species there is. I know 
there are six more ducks on the ground at our feet, but they don't show in the photo. 
"That's not all they got," says Ellen. "You got more than that, didn't you? You boys don't 
go out without coming home with something." 
"Nnh," I grunt, without looking away from the photo. 
"Y ou a hunter?" asks Dougie, turning to me. 
I glance at him, look away to the front window. "Well, it's just all in fun, you know." 
"Yeah," he says. 
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Then there's this long pause in the room. I hear Ellen clear her throat. In the front window, 
I see the three of them reflected, round black shadows, chess pieces. 
"Well, I should make this call," Dougie says. 
I tum back toward the room. "Yeah," I say. 
"Y ou said about your phone," he says. 
Ellen sits up. "Isn't it the strangest thing?" she says. "We never lose our phone line." 
"Yeah, that's funny," says Sissy. 
"Transformer blew out first day of these storms, killed our power," I say, hoping to 
dissolve the mystery. "It's a tree branch at the back came down yesterday in the wrong place 
and yanked at the wrong thing. Phone line probably won't get up for a day or two. Got power 
back almost right away." 
"I hate when those electric things go out," says Sissy. "They're scary. Loud, like a cannon 
or something." 
"Exactly," says Ellen. "One loud bang, it all goes black." 
Dougie cups a hand to his chin. "Well, is there, I mean, maybe there's a payphone I can 
use?" 
1 think about how long it would take Dougie to get to the service station that's three blocks 
past Hootie's. There's a bank of phones there where the high school kids hang out, smoke, 
make the calls their parents shouldn't hear. Then again, Dougie might as well just stop in 
Hootie's, call from there. He'd probably trip over Terry's boots stretching out into the 
walkway. "Local call?" I ask. 
Dougie stammers something, reaches into hisjacket pocket, rifles around. 
"Jack, why don't you walk Dougie up to Hootie's?" Ellen says, looking at me. She places 
her hands palm down on her knees. "Sissy and I can stay here and visit." Ellen doesn't look 
entirely enthused. 1 think about having to get my fe,et wet again. "Why don't you go," I say, 
but then regret it. I'm just being mean, know she won't want to be alone with Dougie. 
"Here's the number," Dougie says, extending a strip of paper. 
"Okay, I will," says Ellen, glaring at me. She stands quickly. 
"I'll go," I say, standing and looking at Ellen. She ignores this, speaks again firmly. "No." 
She pauses, dares me to speak. I just look at her. She turns to Sissy. "Now you make sure 
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he's a good host." 
"This is awfully nice of you," says Sissy. 
"Why don't you just go to your friend, Mrs. Whitaker?" J say. "She's always up at all 
hours. And much closer. She'd be happy. to let Dougie use her phone for free." 
"Maybe we'll do that," says Ellen. With her lips pressed firmly together, she grins a big 
grin at me for a split second, lets it collapse. She turns and heads for the front door. "We'll 
return," she calls back to us. 
"I'm following you," says Dougie. A moment later, the front door closes with a bang. The 
muffled rasp of the screen door and Sissy and I are alone in the quiet room. I look at Sissy, 
who smiles, and then I look at the front of the room, the black window. I step over to the 
glass, look out. "They'll be right back," I say. In the window, 1 see Sissy'S reflection nod at 
me. She doesn't say anything. I tum and look at her. "Are you feeling all right? Your jaw 
okay? Was it your jaw?" 
Sissy blushes, looks down and around as if she's lost a contact. Then she stands, walks 
around the coffee table toward me. Her hands brush at her dress. "I think I'm going to be a 
little sore." She stands beside me, looks out the window. 
"Yeah," I say. "It'll heal. I guess those things always hurt the most right away." I'm not 
sure why I'm saying this, but I continue. "In a day you won't notice the pain. It'll just be 
numb." 
"That's nice of you to say," Sissy says, with a faint smile. I look at her, but she's still 
staring at the glass. "He kisses girls," she says. 
"Oh," I say. 
"New ones all the time. If there was just one that would be all right, I suppose, but there's 
not. There's lots so I have to do this stuff." 
"What stuff?" I ask. 
Sissy crosses her arms in front of her chest, hugs her shoulders. "What do you think 
they're doing now?" She turns her head slightly, enough to glance at me, and says this. 
"Hopping puddles?" I ask. 
"That's funny. I've got this funny picture of them bouncing around up and down. Can you 
see itT' 
61 
"Sure. Why not? Baing, baing." I say this and Sissy laughs. We stand there and look at 
the plate glass. "Baing," I say again. Sissy giggles once more, and then we stand silently. 
Waiting our tum. It's just I'm not sure what to say next. Maybe she isn't either. Maybe we 
should just stand, wait patiently. But then Sissy speaks. "What if he's kissing your wife? 
Ellen." 
I keep staring at the plate glass window because I can see from the reflection that Sissy is 
too. "Dougie? Kissing Ellen?" I feel like I should have more to say to that. 
"What if he made a move? What would you think?" 
"How would I know?" 
"Come on,just say you knew." Now she's looking at me. 
"I don't know." I tum and face this woman who's in my livingroom. 
"Would you go kiss someone else?" Sissy takes a piece of her hair from her shoulder, 
twists it between thumb and forefinger. She looks up at me, her lips parted slightly. "Maybe I 
would," 1 say. Then 1 shrug. "Tough to say I guess." 
"Right. Maybe," she says, laughs, looks away from me for an instant. "That's a crock ifI 
ever heard one." She turns back to me, looks deadly serious. "Kiss me right now." She looks 
hard at me for a moment and then one side of her mouth smiles, gently. "You're thinking too 
much already." 
I still haven't said anything when she reaches out, touches my shoulder with the fingertips 
of her right hand. I think about what if I do kiss her-what then? One more kiss. It might be 
nice to kiss her. But what I finally I say is, "You should talk with Dougie." 
"Dougie?" She tilts her head at me with that grin again. Then she's leaning toward me. I 
can smell her hair-smoke, rain, peaches. 
It's the long rasp of the screen door that makes me step back, tum to the window. Sissy 
turns away and moves toward the coffee table. The front door opens next. Dougie's voice 
carries into the room. "Sure was nice of her. I appreciate everything, Ellen. Really I do." I turn 
away from the window to greet them. Sissy has her hands clasped behind her back, is looking 
at the pictures on our wall again. "You're back," I say. 
"Yes Jack, we are," Ellen says as she enters the room. She looks at me first, then glances 
at Sissy. 
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"Did everything go all right, Ellen?" Sissy says, spinning to face her. 
It sounds strange to hear Sissy say my wife's name, but I only have a moment to think 
about this because then Dougie walks over, puts his hand in mine. "I just want to thank you," 
he says. I look at him for a moment. "Okay," I respond. 
"Mrs. Whitaker was awake," says Ellen loudly, looking first at Sissy, but then craning her 
neck so she can see me around Dougie's head. "Our guests will be leaving," she says next. 
"A friend is picking us up at that bar," says Dougie. 
"Oh," says Sissy. 
"Well, good thing for Mrs. Whitaker," I say, clapping my hands together. That's when I 
think that when Dougie and Ellen left they would have headed down the block away from the 
house, but if they cut through the back way coming home from Mrs. Whitaker's, they would 
have crossed right in front of the window. Reflections inside black as shadows, but from 
outside the room is lit up like the stage of a game show. Of course the rain. Unlikely they 
would have gone the back way. Long grass and overgrown, reaching bushes. Not Ellen. 
Marshy, wet ground and impossible to see puddles. 
"Sorry to have kept you both up," Dougie is saying, and then Sissy's saying good-bye and 
thanks to Ellen. 
I watch them and wave, and I stand where I'm standing as Ellen ushers them out of the 
livingroom and toward the front door. Then I turn and look around the room, the tired seats of 
the couch and chairs, the coffee tray, cups, sugar and cream. I exhale once, fast, try to get all 
the air out, and I put my hands in my pockets. 
I know what will happen when Ellen comes back in the room. We won't say anything, 
except maybe a word or two, and she'll clear the tray to the kitchen. Then she'lI be back and 
forth, setting things right. I'll hang up my jacket, stroll to the bedroom. Then finally Ellen will 
say something. No matter what, he shouldn't have .hit her, she'l1 say. And she'I1 wait. And I'll 
want to say something, want to offer something else to her. But I won't. I'll say, Yes, dear, 
you're right about that. And she won't say anything, and the conversation will be over and 
we'll go to bed. And then sometime in the night when she's fallen asleep I'll move close to her, 
gently let my arm rest around her waist, feel her breathe. 
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Accidental Belongings 
Dewey was relieved when Travis called and said he'd gotten them another job. "Boat down in 
Aorida-Triton Bay," he said. The cash would be a much needed supplement to Dewey's 
unemployment. And they'd brought boats through there before. Travis kept talking. "Some 
custom-built yacht that was made up here. I'm beginning to think you and I are First P's best 
repo men." Dewey knew that had nothing to do with it-Travis needled the managers at First 
Providence Bank relentlessly about work and they funneled the jobs his way just to get him out 
of town. Still, Dewey couldn't hold it against him because in the end Travis was the one 
getting the jobs bringing the boats back north. This must have been their fourth or fifth one 
over the past few years, and the cash from the jobs had come in handy when the checks hadn't 
cut it. Plus, Dewey had been grateful for the activity since Joyce had left. 
Dewey had assumed getting laid off this last time was the worst it could get. "Just park the 
rig out back at the last loading dock, Dews," Tommy, the warehouse manager, had said. "I'm 
awful sorry. I know this ain't a good one." Dewey hadn't even been surprised. He'd only 
taken a deep breath, looked one long time around the cluttered dispatch office littered with its 
clipboards and logbooks and dirty binders whose contents were spilling out. He'd blinked his 
eyes, looked back at Tommy who was pinching the rim of his styrofoam coffee cup between 
thumb and forefinger. Tommy just shrugged. "Nothing I can do here. GoUa believe me." 
Dewey waved him off with one hand, been unwilling to plead as he'd done in the past. In 
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return, he only wanted the respect he was due, no lame explanations. Besides, bosses only 
offered excuses to make themselves feel better. 
Problem was, it was the third slip in six years. Maybe it is me, Dewey couldn't help but 
think. Maybe it has nothing to do with the companies or profits or whatever excuse was always 
used. StilI, it didn't seem so bad until Dewey remembered he hadn't worked for a full year 
after the first time, and two years the second. Always so damn hard to go back. Now with this 
bump, that was three jobs in a row he hadn't held for more than a year apiece. And he'd been 
doing well, driving long hours on different contracts for this company. ADAMS TRllCKlj\;G Al'-.U 
SI-llPPING, said the back of every rig. PROVlDE!'\CE. RHODE ISLA.l'\l). Town where he'd been born 
and raised, lived his life. All forty-five years. He really thought this one would hold. 
Time before he'd seen it coming. He wasn't the first to go and he'd known it was only time 
before the envelope was in the slot with his paycheck. And like an oil pan drainplug gunking 
up tighter and tighter the longer it sits unchanged, Dewey found it easier to just sit deeper in the 
couch every day, wearing the same white t-shirt and jeans all week, watching the television for 
hours. The time just passed. It hadn't bothered him, and he remembered finding that funny. 
That was when Joyce had asked him for the divorce. She'd started complaining how she 
felt depressed, he was pulling them both down, and there wasn't a lot he could say. Besides, 
he knew how important her job was to her as shift supervisor over at UPS. He'd understood, 
said okay. "I can't wait again, Dewey. I can't," she'd said. They'd had this conversation a lot 
in the final days. "You love me?" he'd ask. "Dewey,just don't, okay? Please?" She'd sigh and 
go into another room. He helped move her stuff from their apartment to a small studio she said 
she'd springboard from. When he dropped off the last box at her new place, she stood in the 
doorway, her arms crossed, hugging her shoulders. "Good luck, Dewey. Find your wheels 
again, okay? I know you will." Her voice was cheery, but he saw the tears welling. He'd 
nodded, turned quickly. 
Dewey shifted his weight on the stool in the marina bar. He and Travis would simply have to 
get the boat out on open water and head north as soon as possible. Travis wasn't even drinking 
with him and Dewey hadn't seen Ann, his friend from previous trips through the Bay, 
anywhere in the bar. She had worked here, a bartender. He wrapped his hand tighter around 
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his beer mug. The cold glass felt good in his palm. There was no reason to stay around town, 
nothing enticing. And Dewey remembered how sick he always felt whenever he'd gotten home 
from previous runs and discovered that the bank's five thousand dollar check had dwindled to 
four dollars an hour. Expenses and time, always the enemy. 
Dewey had to admit he liked the way in Rorida everyone wore t-shirts and shorts no matter 
what their job. And they smiled. This new bartender's denim shorts were cut very high along 
her thighs. A tempting place to stay, he realized, but not enough. 
"Well, how old do you think I am," Dewey had asked her, shortly into their conversation. 
She had come around to wipe the bar in front of him and around his beer. "And how old are 
you?" he added, a quick second later. He thought she looked thirty or so. 
"You must be forty ... ," she let the word hang in air for a moment, " ... two." 
"Close. I'm twenty-five," Dewey said, and smiled. He wondered if anyone might ever 
believe that anymore-he wasn't bad looking, but not twenty-five. He knew his small forehead 
and deep set brown eyes could seem overpowered by his rough red complexion that ended in a 
large, beefy jaw. He thought she was cute, though, with her round face and small straight nose 
and wavy brown hair that just rested on her shoulders. 
"So what brings you to Triton Bay? There's a lot larger towns in Rorida to drink in than 
this." She stopped wiping and leaned on the bar, looked at him. 
Dewey took a swig of his beer. "Job." 
"What kind of job?" 
"Kind that pays. What else counts? Right?" 
"Well, if you're gonna be wanting to keep drinking, you're right." She smiled. Dewey 
smiled back, tilted his beer. He remained silent for a moment and looked around the bar. The 
room was long with wooden beams and dark green walls. The bar extended halfway into the 
middle of the room; tables and chairs filled the restof the space. Broken lobster pots and old 
buoys hung from the walls and rafters. 
"Say," Dewey said now, "you know a woman used to work here named Ann? Ever heard 
of her?" 
"No. Can't say I have," she replied. "I'm relatively new. She worked here'?" 
Dewey thought he saw her smile fade. "Yeah. A little while ago, I guess. Oh well, no 
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matter." 
"Hold onjust a second, hon. Customers." 
Dewey watched her walk away from him to the other side of the bar, watched her lean and 
take an order, move to the beer cooler. He suddenly felt very lonely. 
Dewey took it slowly walking along the dock and back to the boat. Night was Dewey's 
favorite time in the harbor. All the noise and bustle of the daytime docks were long in the past, 
and the calm of the blackness let the important and peaceful sounds of the water through. Large 
boats tied in their slips rocked gently with the water, vast gray shapes from which emanated the 
occasional soft thump as a rubber bumper pressed against a cracked wooden piling, or the 
ping of a loose sheet snapping against a mast on a sudden breeze. The water itself made its soft 
slap slap against the hulls of the vessels and its oil-black surface reflected white the various tiny 
but persistent lights from onshore. Even the offshore wind when Dewey turned his head into it 
had its own thrush sound. The marina was huge. Typical Florida idea, thought Dewey. Small 
town, large marina. Probably one boat per person. 
The toe of Dewey's sandal caught suddenly in the crack between the dock's planking. The 
sharp pain in his big toe made him wonder whether he'd gotten a large splinter from the dry 
weathered wood of the dock, or if he'd just stubbed it. He stopped and leaned against a piling 
for a moment, and realized he also felt slightly drunk. He bent the leg at the knee, and as he felt 
for possible wounds, he considered earlier times. He would have gone home with Ann to her 
small soft cottage somewhere in town. Maybe somehow she was still here, would show up 
some night, like tomorrow, at the bar. She'd feed him her sauteed grouper and make sure he 
had enough food for the trip back. 
Tonight, he'd only met this new bartender-nothing serious, even if she was attractive, in 
a way. Wouldn't tell her what he was doing anyw~y. Repossession. To others he knew it 
sounded slimy, as if he was a bounty hunter or something. A repo man. Besides, all those little 
florida bars and restaurants were only fronts for drug running or worse. He knew that. He 
wasn't dumb. And while he was in town he'd just as soon not have everyone know his 
business. Travis was the opposite. Dewey knew he probably wasn't even back at the boat yet. 
He was probably still running around town chasing broads. Travis would talk to anyone, do 
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anything if it seemed fun or profitable. That was his choice, of course. And Dewey knew he 
himself might feel differently ifhe ever saw any profit, but he never did, and so he couldn't 
have cared less. 
Feeling satisfied with the condition of his toe, Dewey stood up straight and gazed out over 
the expanse of motor yachts and sailboats. Here and there a soft yellow glow appeared like a 
small moon from round or rectangular portholes along the sides of the boats. People inside 
sitting with the water, maybe reading a newspaper, maybe checking a chart before tomorrow's 
sail. Just the thought of all the cozy salons below decks made Dewey sleepy. He turned and 
headed for the boat, his long cushioned bunk in the bow. 
It wasn't the sound of Travis's feet clumping around on deck that bothered Dewey; it was the 
other pair of feet and the soft female voice he heard as well. 
Lying on the long foam cushion that ran the length of one side of the forward cabin, he felt 
thoroughly comfortable. The slim room that ended in the point of the bow often heated up 
intolerably under the Florida sun during the day, but with the top hatch propped open, the night 
breeze cooled it off. His sleeping bag was bunched at his feet and he wore only his bathing 
suit. He'd let the next day's agenda float through his thoughts as he tried to slowly drift off to 
sleep. In the morning he'd simply tell Travis they were leaving. He could buy groceries above 
the dock and check their charts. Then he could fill the water tanks and finally all five fifty-
gallon gasoline drums that they'd installed at the back. They could run a long way that way, 
save money on dock fees. He should probably check the engine, also. Finally, they could take 
their last freshwater shower at the harbormaster's, pay their dock bill, and head her out for 
open water by evening. 
Now, Dewey realized what he first had to worry about was getting to sleep. He heard 
Travis descend the short ladder to the main salon only feet from where he now lay. He waited 
for the light to come on but none did. He could hear them clearly, though, make out what 
Travis and his visitor were saying. 
"Come on down. Give you the tour," Travis said, in a hushed whisper. "Careful. Grab my 
hand." 
Dewey closed his eyes, would feign sleep. 
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"Are you sure this is okay with your partner?" The woman's voice was quiet. 
"Sure. Come on, come on." 
Dewey heard the woman's feet click on the steps of the ladder and wondered what kind of 
shoes she was wearing around a dock. 
"Oh!" the woman exclaimed. 
Dewey heard a soft thump and realized she must have slipped a step. Dewey heard clothes 
rustle, a shuffling that sounded like loose papers falling, and then silence. 
''That's better." Travis's voice sounded again in the dark of the hull. "And here we are. 
You okay?" 
"I'mjust clumsy," the woman replied. A giggle. 
The light finally came on. It's yellow glow crept all the way through the narrow hall and 
into the shadowy end of the bow, where Dewey's feet lay. He shifted out of the light, leaned 
against the hull wall, opened his eyes and exhaled. That's when Travis's head appeared above 
his, a black shadow in the doorway. 
"Dews. I was wondering if you'd mind ifI gave Cindy here the tour." Travis's voice 
wasn't a hushed whisper anymore; he spoke in a cheery voice Dewey knew was intended for 
the woman. Dewey lifted his body up on his elbows, looked at Travis for a moment. 
"What do you say, Dewey?" 
From the salon, the woman exclaimed, "This boat is amazing. It's got a full kitchen and 
everything. " 
"Nice, huh'? Want to see the bow'?" Travis asked her, over his shoulder. 
"Can youjust take her above decks tonight, Travis'?" Dewey whispered. 
"You're so coarse, skipper," Travis said. "Besides, it's getting cold up there." 
"Cold my ass." 
When Travis spoke next it was in a hiss. "Liste.n. I worked hard on this one Dewey. Cut 
me some slack, will you? Go have a beer up top and I'll make it up to you later." He turned to 
the salon again. "Honey. Come here and meet Dewey." 
Dewey felt like hitting Travis, but only swung his feet to the floor, sat up on the bunk. 
"Hello," said the woman. Dewey kept his eyes on the floor, ignored her. Her perfume was 
suffocating as he squeezed past her. "Well!" he heard her muffled voice say as he grabbed the 
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ladder to climb above deck. 
Dewey had the charts out and was eyeing an open-water course straight up along the coast. If 
they stayed a couple miles off shore, they could probably move steadily with little other traffic. 
Wouldn't take more than a week or so until they dropped anchor somewhere at home. 
"Morning skipper." Travis stuck his head up from below. "What time is it?" 
"You're a son of a bitch," Dewey replied, without looking up from the point off of South 
Carolina that the tip of his pencil indicated. "Fill this up." He lifted his empty coffee cup and 
handed it to Travis who was wiping his eyes. 
It was ten o'clock. The docks were busy with boaters and deck hands and crew and 
gawkers. Boats shuttled between slips and the gas dock and then negotiated their way out to 
sea. Occasionally Dewey looked up from his planning to see carts with groceries being rolled 
out from shore or duffel bags of laundry being hauled in to the marina laundry. 
"Howdy Cap'n." 
The voice caught Dewey by surprise. He turned to see a man standing alongside the boat. 
He was slim and young and rocked back and forth from heel to toe. "What's the course look 
like today?" he asked Dewey in ajaunty voice. He was wearing a polo shirt tucked well into 
his elastic-waistband shorts. "Ain't going out today," Dewey said. "Just taking a look." He 
wasn't sure if he wanted to invite the man aboard. Dewey's hunch was they'd run out of 
conversation pretty quickly. 
"How can you not go out on a day like today?" the man said now. "I mean, speaking for 
anyone, of course. I'm crewing that ketch over yonder-first time sailing, you know-and 
we're headed out this afternoon." 
Dewey grunted. ''That's great. Have a great sail. Just watch out for the hijackers and 
smugglers." The man looked at Dewey. "You know," Dewey continued. "Pirates." He nodded 
solemnly. 
"Right," the man nodded seriously, then laughed once abruptly. 
Dewey smiled at him, and the man laughed again, more loudly this time. "Right. I get 
you," he said, and then Dewey laughed too. 
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Dewey sat at a table in the marina bar and stared at the turkey club sitting on the plate in front of 
him. It was nice to be alone after dealing with Travis all morning. He picked up a potato chip 
and put it on his tongue, felt its crisp form collapse against the roof of his mouth. He wondered 
what Joyce was doing right now. Maybe at lunch with friends, maybe talking about work. He 
wondered if she was dating. Sure she was. Don't be a fool, he said to himself. Joyce liked to 
dance as well as any woman. Couldn't ask her to just stand still. 
The voice that broke into Dewey's thoughts seemingly out of nowhere startled him. 
"Hey there." It was the bartender from last night. "You look like your ship just sank." 
Dewey grunted. "Yeah, well. It's been taking its own sweet time. Wish it'd just hit bottom 
and get it done with." He picked up his sandwich. "You working?" 
"Day off. Come on. Can't be that bad." She pulled out a chair and sat down. 
Dewey looked at her for a moment. "Join me," he said a second later. He took a large bite 
of the sandwich, started chewing and stared at her. The startled look on her face pleased him 
for a moment, but then he felt instantly sorry. "Well," she said. "If I'd known you were such a 
charming guy, I'd have rushed over sooner." She pushed her chair back. "Excuse me." 
Dewey reached out and grabbed her hand. "Wait." He felt ugly, his mouth full of food. 
"I'm sorry." He let go of her hand almost as soon as he touched it, but she hesitated anyway. 
"Come on. Sit down. Just a bad day." He tried to smile in a friendly way. After a second, she 
shrugged and slouched back in the chair. "Shit. Everyone has bad days. Your job not working 
out? Didn't find your friend?" 
Dewey stared at his sandwich. "Can't seem to find those friends," he said, chuckling. 
"Travis, boy, he's the only guy I've got. Lucky me." 
"So who's Travis?" 
"Guy I'm doing the work with. No big deal." 
''That's why you won't tell me what you're doing." 
Dewey looked at her. "Cause it isn't anything special." 
"Everyone does something special in Florida." She smiled. 
"What's your name, miss?" Dewey wished she'd wise up. 
"Sarah. And yours, mister'?" 
"Dewey. And Dewey and Travis are repo men. Okay?" Dewey looked down at his plate. 
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"Wow. You and sixteen hundred other slobs who come through town. Every guy and his 
dog is taking something home that doesn't belong to him. Big deal, Mr. Dewey." 
Dewey looked at her in surprise. "Yeah. Sarah. Look. This is a bad trip. I'd just as soon 
not be sitting here right now. If I had my way, I'd be on the water off South Carolina right 
now." 
"Travis?" 
"Among other things." 
"Ann?" 
"Why do you want to know this stuff?" Dewey put his sandwich down in the plate and 
leaned back in his chair, clutched the armrests. 
"Just a bored and curious girl, I suppose. Why do you want to leave so badly? Most of the 
shippers I know like to lounge around and enjoy the town. You working on some kind of 
deadline, some crazy deal?" She winked at him, leaned forward. 
"Sarah, do you know this crappy turkey club costs ten dollars and fifty cents?" Dewey 
said, and wiped his eyes. 
It was funny the way Dewey'd ended up telling her things. Funny because he didn't know her 
at all and had no real desire to. But as he had started to talk, he remembered, of course, how 
sometimes it was easiest to tell the important things to total strangers. You could always count 
on a stranger because you didn't have to rely on them. Nor they on you. Nothing you said 
could matter. 
He'd smiled when she seemed amused at the circumstance of a trucker who could sail. It 
was hard to grow up in Rhode Island and not know how to handle a boat. Dewey could 
manage a Whaler up some of the smallest creeks before he'd even been able to drive. Dewey 
told Sarah about growing up in a trailer park and working docks for tips, about hating the 
snooty yachting set with their boat shoes and blue blazers and polo shirts and yacht clubs. He 
told her about stealing the small motors off of dinghies, wiping them down, and selling them 
back to their owners the next week. Finally, he'd told her about more recent events, Joyce, 
Travis, and finally Ann. As he talked, Dewey wasn't even sure who he missed more, Joyce or 
Ann. 
72 
Sarah had touched his arm at one point during his story. "You're an honest man, aren't 
you, Dewey?" she'd said. Dewey sighed. "If I said yes, you wouldn't believe me," he replied. 
"I guess I think I know what's right and what's wrong." 
Travis held the green garden hose that was refilling the left water tank. It disappeared into a 
small chromed valve near the rail, and the rest hung down near Travis's feet where he stood on 
the dock and curled away along the planks to the pump. Dewey sat on a bench aboard. His 
arms rested outstretched on the rails. 
"We ain't leaving for at least a few days. Where the hell you got to go anyway, champ?" 
Travis asked, shading his eyes with his free hand and squinting at Dewey. 
"We're leaving tomorrow." Dewey sighed. "I'm sick of stretching these trips out till the 
money's gone. Might as well get back while we have some." Dewey looked away from Travis, 
out over the boats tied near them. He wondered what he would have to do. 
"Well, you might be leaving tomorrow, but this boat is staying right here so I'm interested 
in knowing whether you're taking the bus or a plane, dough boy." Travis grinned and took the 
hose with his other hand. 
The sun was hot and Dewey felt sweat on his scalp. He knew he was at a disadvantage; 
Travis had gotten the job, therefore Travis was Captain. But Travis could be ajerk. And 
Dewey knew that when Travis was called on it, he smartened up. Strangely, all jerks seemed to 
respect being treated like jerks. 
"What do you got to go back to anyhow?" Travis called out now. "You'll get the 
unemployment whether you're here or there, right? Might as well be in the Sunshine State!" 
"Travis, this place is so dead for Florida it's criminal." 
"Yeah, you said it," Travis said, and laughed. "But just give me a few days. You just ain't 
got anything going on. Let me introduce you to one. of my girl's friends." 
"No thanks,just the same. I can tell she's special." 
"Yeah, you said ... Whoa!" Travis leapt back from the side of the boat. Dewey looked and 
saw water overflowing from the tank. 
"Looks like she's full," shouted Travis, as he threw the hose to the dock, turned to shut off 
the flow. 
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*** 
Travis and Dewey barbecued hamburgers that night on the clamp-on grill that Travis always 
brought. Just for a little luxury, Travis always said. The small grill hung over the water, and 
they drank a few beers and watched the sun set. Dewey realized he almost felt all right staying 
there. How bad was it, really? Maybe it was just the light softness in his head he felt from the 
alcohol, though. Maybe that didn't matter. He was just about to suggest that they head into the 
marina bar to continue their drinking, when Travis stood up and stretched. 
"Well. Enough of this. Time for me to find my lady." Travis looked in the direction of the 
shore. "Sorry you won't be coming. Wish you were game." He turned and descended the 
ladder into the hull. "Still," he shouted from below, "you can watch the grill and make sure the 
coals go out." 
"Fucker," Dewey mumbled under his breath. He took a swig of his beer. 
"What?" shouted Travis from below. 
The bar had been busier that night. Sarah was on, but when Dewey walked in, she was serving 
across the room and so false he'd been served by a bartender the shape and color of a 
lifeguard. Dewey took the beer and walked over to the pool table where a few guys were 
shooting a game. He leaned against the wall and propped the bottle in the crook of his elbow, 
thought about Travis. 
As soon as Travis had left the boat, Dewey had pulled on the hot gloves, undamped the 
grill and tilted it over the side intending to dump the coals. Instead, he'd dropped the whole 
thing into the water. With a loud hiss and a violent cloud of steam, it had sunk fast, coals and 
grill and pit and all. Of course he'd partially regretted it as he watched the ashes floating at the 
surface first collect and then drift off, but he'd gotten over it. When he stepped off the boat to 
go ashore, he left the cabin unlocked. He didn't give a damn jf anyone robbed the boat, and 
later he'd just tell Travis some kid must have made off with the barbecue. 
"Hi there, mister Dewey," Sarah said, walking up to him. 
"Hi Sarah," Dewey said. He wanted to say something nice to her, to improve upon the 
afternoon. "Hey, about that sandwich." 
"Don't worry about it," she said. "I drank too much coffee today. I didn't mean to be 
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obnoxious. 
"You don't have to call me mister." Dewey looked at her closely. She was pretty. 
"Well, you can just call me Sarah." She looked at the table where one player bent over the 
green felt, took aim with a cue. "Are you waiting to play?" 
"Naw." Dewey shrugged. "Just watching." 
"Come up to the bar." Dewey felt her tug at his sleeve. She turned from the table to him. 
"Let me buy you a drink to make up for pestering you." 
Dewey sat at the bar for a long time, going through enough beers that he lost count. Sarah 
stopped and talked whenever there was a break in orders, asked Dewey about his work. "Isn't 
repossession creepy?" she'd asked him. Dewey laughed. ''Travis calls it accidental ownership. 
Like we get accidental belongings," he replied. "One time the guy was still on the boat. We 
called the cops but not before Travis nearly punched him. Pretty simple." It was simple. By the 
time it came to the repo men, most owners had been harassed by banks and collection agencies 
for at least six to twelve months. They weren't paying, and they didn't stay around to explain 
either. You just walked aboard and it was your merchandise. 
The next day, Dewey hopped a cab up to Brenton, the town north and one with at least a main 
street and shops. Travis had gone to Freeport Marine to pick up a few supplies. He'd 
complained all morning about losing the barbecue, swore he'd tie a rope around the neck of 
whomever he caught and then drag them behind the boat up and down the intercoastal 
waterway. Dewey had commiserated. ''That's a bitch," he'd mumbled a few times. Travis had 
finally thrown down the sponge he was using to wipe off the console. "Screw it. Going to 
Freeport. I'll catch up with you tonight." Dewey had turned, waved once, but Travis was 
already striding down the dock. 
Now, Dewey stood at the magazine rack in the drugstore. He had flipped through a copy of 
Deep Sea Fisherman, found himself quickly bored. News weeklies, fashion, pornography in 
its cellophane wrappers: Dewey glanced over all of these and turned away to find himself 
staring at greeting cards. Friend~' and Love, said the cardboard heading over the rack. Dewey 
picked out a pink card with a large cartoon heart on the front. Thanks for giving me yours, said 
the caption inside. Dewey slipped it back in the rack, chose another. I'm glad for every minute 
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we're together, a loose script scrawled inside. 
Dewey wondered if he should send one to Joyce. Something so she knew. Something for, 
well, he didn't know what. Dear Joyce,just thought I'd say hello. Hope things are well with 
you. Dear Joyce, how's the job? He wondered what she'd think. Did she miss him as much as 
he thought of her? Maybe just the right words could get her back. Dear Joyce, how's old 
Providence? 
When Dewey left the store, he walked over to a bench that sat next to a green metal trash 
bin and a bank of pay phones along the main street. He sat down, leaned back, and let the hot 
sun heat his body. He was already getting darker, tanner from the Rorida sun. So much time 
and nothing to do, no reason for it. If Joyce were here, he'd buy her an ice cream. Ann didn't 
like ice cream. She liked lemonade when it was hot. 
Dewey got up and started to continue walking. He paused for a moment at the last pay 
phone, picked up the receiver and wedged it between his shoulder and ear. The phone was 
scratched and dirty. A wad of paper was stuffed in the coin return slot. His thumb hovered for 
a moment over the push buttons before he hung the receiver back on its hook. 
When Dewey got back to the marina, he showered at the harbormaster's and then changed on 
the boat. It was good to feel clean after a hot day walking around. Travis didn't seem to be 
around, so Dewey put on his sneakers and headed in to the bar to eat. 
"Hey sailor," said Sarah from behind the bar when she saw Dewey walk in. "What's on 
tap tonight for you?" 
"Dinner, dancing, maybe a little opera or something," Dewey said. "I'll just start with a 
sandwich." 
As Dewey ate, he thought about Ann. She'd been a good pool player and had a contagious 
laugh. A few nights when he had wanted to stay do~n here, they'd gone out and had fun. Ann 
had been divorced once also. They'd talked about their situations a lot, more than Dewey might 
have expected. It was consoling. One night they had sat out on her cottage porch for hours 
watching the moon and drinking cold beer. "You know, it's funny," Dewey'd said. "There's a 
woman out there who knows me better than I know myself." Ann had nodded. "I know," she 
said. Then they sat in silence for a few minutes. "Sometimes I just want to call her, you know, 
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talk to her and tell her the things that only matter to me because once they mattered to her," 
Dewey eventually said. "It's funny, having just that one person out there who knows what you 
know." 
Ann had reached into the cooler between them that held the beers, pulled out another bottle. 
Water dripped back onto the ice that shifted with a silver clatter. "Yeah," she said, looking off 
into the night, "and it's also so damn funny how when you do pick up the phone and call, 
there's just not one thing to say." 
"Penny for your thoughts." Sarah leaned on the bar in front of Dewey. 
"Huh?" Dewey was startled. "Oh. J was just thinking about our route." 
"Sure you were, loverboy." 
Dewey shrugged, felt his cheeks get hot. "I don't know." He looked down at his plate. 
"Come on. Tell me something real," Sarah said. 
Dewey heard Travis come into the bar before he saw him. It was late, maybe midnight. The air 
was smoke cleared aside only by the clack of pool balls like ice breaking or the rough shouts 
and calls of drinkers. Dewey himself was drunk and had rotated between talking with Sarah 
and the different folk who inhabited at various times the stools next to him. Otherwise he 
watched his thumb rub a circle into the wooden bar next to his beer mug. 
"There's a real sailor." Travis's shout carried across the room. When Dewey looked up he 
saw Travis wasn't even looking at him as he'd expected. He was pointing to a stocky, 
muscular guy shooting pool. One of Travis's arms was slung over the tan shoulders of a 
young blonde wearing a tank top and shorts. The other was pointing at the pool player. ''There 
he is," Travis shouted. The blonde had one arm around Travis's waist and Dewey saw her 
direct him into the room toward the bar. A few heads turned but most ignored him, including 
the pool players. 
"But honey, it's Popeye." Travis leaned on the bar as he said this, turned to look back at 
the table. 
Dewey looked down at his beer. He knew it was just a matter of time. He'd been through 
this too many times at home, and someone in the bar always ended up on their back. He 
glanced up to find Sarah. She was at the other end of the bar talking with someone. 
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Dewey felt the hand on his shoulder first. "Once upon a time there was a boy named 
Travis." Travis's hot breath like exhaust hit Dewey's face as Travis leaned on him. "And he 
met a blonde chickie in a cute little town." Dewey looked over at the woman who still stood at 
the bar where Travis had first leaned. She looked bored, but waved and gave a quick smile. 
"And do you know the end of the story?" Travis leered at Dewey. "Travis gets laid! Da da da 
da," Travis hummed. Then he started giggling. "Isn't that the best ending? Don't we like that 
ending?" Dewey took a sip of his beer, and tried to avoid looking at Travis. "Don't we like that 
ending?" Travis asked again. "Guess what!" he shouted now. "Dewey-ever! Get it? Dewey. 
Do we ever. Get it?" 
"Y ou must be Travis," Sarah leaned on the bar in front of Dewey. Dewey saw her eye 
Travis carefully. 
"And you must be the beer lady," Travis said. ''Two beers please, kind lady. One for me 
and one for me. No him. No, just kidding. Give them both to him. He never has the luck I 
have." 
Dewey felt his forehead burn. He felt like unhinging Travis'sjaw. ''Travis, shut up, will 
you?" 
Travis only leaned toward Sarah. "Want to know a secret?" Sarah raised her eyebrows, 
tilted her head. She wasn't smiling. "I'm gonna get laid," whispered Travis. "Dewey never 
gets laid." 
Dewey stood up quickly and grabbed Travis's arm. He felt a hot rage like vomit surge up 
into his throat. He wasn't sure what he was about to do. Dewey watched Travis drunkenly 
straighten up in his grasp, watched as Travis's hand swung into Dewey's beer mug, watched 
the glass tip and the beer spill down the front of his own khakis. Dewey felt the cold liquid 
instantly. 
"Look what you done," Travis said, with a short laugh. "Hee hee." 
As Dewey was lifting a fist, Sarah leaned quickly over the bar, shouted at him. "Hey. 
Don't." She reached and grabbed his t-shirt, and Dewey felt himself pulled toward the bar. "1 
guess you don't know much do you," Sarah said evenly, looking at Travis. "He's coming 
home with me." 
The next thing Dewey knew, Sarah kissed him full on the mouth. 
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*** 
Sarah's apartment stretched forward from the front entrance into one long room that ended at 
sliding glass doors and a patio. A thick divider extended inward at the middle of the wall to the 
left; this separation caused the place to resemble a long, squat u. A pink sofa and armchair 
watched over a small Oriental rug in the space near the front door; a large bed covered in a 
white comforter dominated by the window. As Dewey walked the length toward the windows, 
he noticed that there was what appeared to be a large clothes closet on the sofa side of the 
divider, and on the other side, by the bed, all the appliances and cabinets of a small apartment 
kitchen. 
"Y ou got your kitchen in your bedroom," Dewey said, turning back to Sarah from the patio 
doors. She closed the front door and threw her windbreaker toward the couch. "Cute, huh?" 
Sarah replied. "I just couldn't stand it after awhile. All the sun comes in over there and I love 
waking up to the light off the water. It's dark now, but that's the ocean." She pointed at the 
glass. "So I moved the bed into the kitchen and I get dressed in the livingroom. Want a drink?" 
Dewey watched her walk to the kitchen's small counter and open a cabinet. "Sure. Got a 
beer?" 
"A bartender without beer?" 
Dewey wanted to walk out on the patio, but felt strange standing right next to Sarah's bed, 
so he retreated to the end of the divider. He watched Sarah open a beer for him and pour 
herself a glass of red wine from an open bottle standing on the counter. He'd never much liked 
wine, but Joyce had had an occasional glass at parties or on holidays. He couldn't remember if 
he'd ever seen Ann drink wine at all-she had liked beer. 
"That was nice what you did for me tonight," he finally said. He wasn't sure if he should 
say more. 
Sarah looked up at him as she wedged the cork back in the bottle with her fist. "You don't 
have to act like I'm a saint or something." 
"Well no, I'm just trying to say thanks." 
"1 do what 1 want," she said. "But you're welcome." She pushed the bottle back against the 
wall. "Cheers." 
Dewey took his beer and headed into the livingroom. He sat down on the couch and placed 
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the beer bottle on the tile floor off the rug. ''Travis can be all right sometimes. It'sjust other 
times he runs his mouth. Doesn't mind his business." 
"Sure," Sarah replied. "I know how it is." She sat in the armchair and tucked her legs 
underneath her, cradled her wineglass with two fingers. "I had a friend once who never failed 
to ruin evenings by saying something stupid and embarrassing me. And there's nothing you 
can say to that, either." 
"Human nature for some, I guess," Dewey said. He shifted on the couch. He wanted Sarah 
to come and sit beside him, but she looked perfectly comfortable. And he had to admit he knew 
little about her. He reached for his beer and took a swig. "So this is your place," he eventually 
asked. "Always bartended?" 
"Everyone has to make money somehow," she said. 
"Yeah," Dewey laughed. "Know any other good ways? I could use some tips. " 
"I can't give out all my secrets." 
"Yeah," Dewey said. ''That's not smart. Got to play clever." 
"I suppose. Otherwise I guess you give everything away." 
"Like holding your poker hand too low." 
"Well, I'm not much of a gambler." Sarah sipped her wine. 
"Like safe bets?" 
"Listen, the view's better in the other room. Why don't we go sit there." 
Dewey tried to look calm but felt his heart race. "Sure, okay." He looked around for his 
beer before realizing it was still in his hand. "But it's dark. Can't see much." 
''The view gets better with time. Trust mc." She stood up. "Come on. I'll show you where 
some of the houses are from the patio." 
Even after coffee at Sarah's, Dewey felt half asleep as he trudged down the dock under the 
morning sun. The temperature was rising already, and he could feel his legs warm under the 
khakis that now seemed heavy and rumpled. He felt a certain distaste for the entire situation 
now-Travis, the trip home, the docks-and wondered if there was any other way to get back 
to Providence. He knew there wasn't; they wouldjust point her north and then move through 
meals and shifts at the helm and negotiate around each other with silences and jokes at which 
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neither of them laughed. 
At the boat, Dewey swung over the rail slowly and deliberately, as if walking in the dark. 
His feet thumped on deck and he.wondered what to do first. Perhaps change. Maybe sleep 
another hour while the boat was empty, which it appeared to be. He headed for the ladder and 
then heard Travis's voice below. 
"Dewey? That you, Captain?" 
Dewey turned away from the opening and stepped toward the back of the boat but then 
stopped short. He realized there was no particular place to go. "Aw, for Christ's sake," he spit, 
and then sat down heavily on the bench at the back rail. Travis's head appeared from below. 
Dewey looked out over the water. 
"Hey Dews. Look. Sorry I got stupid last night." 
Dewey felt a light breeze pick up a few loose strands of hair on his forehead. The air 
smelled of salt. "Don't worry about it," he said, flatly. 
"Come on, man. Don't give me that shit." Travis climbed up the ladder and stepped on 
deck. "At least tell me I'm a fucking asshole and get it over with." 
"You're a fucking asshole." 
Travis laughed lightly and put his hands on his hips. "You're not an easy guy, you know?" 
"I don't want to put up with you now, Trav," Dewey looked directly at Travis. He didn't 
want to, but Travis was coming clean and Dewey hadn't expected it. He felt a pang inside, 
wondered if he should just let it slide now. 
"Well, at least you're being honest." 
"You forget there are other people, too. You trip and fall on your face. Fuck it, lain 't 
lecturing you." Dewey looked out over the water. A man on a sailboat at a slip on the opposite 
dock saw him, waved vigorously. Dewey lifted his hand. 
"Dewey, look. I screw up. I've never had a wo~an half as good as Joyce is. You know 
this, man. Let alone one who would marry me. I'm the one always trying to catch up to you." 
Dewey kept his mouth tight. 
"Come on," Travis continued. "Cut me some slack? We got a great ride ahead. Just you 
and me and the wind traveling around the clock. We'll get going now. Soon. Whenever you 
want. " 
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"Permission to corne aboard, Captain?" 
Dewey saw Travis was as surprised as he was and they both turned at the voice. Not one, 
but two men stood at the rear of the boat. Dewey wondered how neither he nor Travis had 
heard them approach. 
"Sure. Hop aboard." Travis sounded congenial, but looked around as if a little confused. 
Their conversation interrupted, Dewey stood up to go below. He'd let Travis handle whoever 
these guys were, maybe boat buyers. 
"Sir, maybe you could stay on deck, please." 
Dewey stopped, surprised, when he heard the tone. He watched them climb aboard, and 
prepared himself to demand an explanation. They were both dressed in sport shirts and khakis, 
neat clothing. One wore a light windbreaker over his shirt. 
"Is this your boat'?" The man who'd first spoken looked back and forth from Dewey to 
Travis. 
"Sure it is," Travis said. "I'm Captain. Can we help you with something'?" 
"Sir, we're with the D.E.A. We have a warrant to search this vessel." 
Dewey felt something in his throat drop to his toes. "You're cops? This isn't our boat." 
"We're Special Agents," carne the reply. "We'd appreciate your cooperation." The agent 
smiled at Dewey. 
"Wait a second," Travis said. "Did you hear what he said? We're just repossessing this for 
a bank. It doesn't belong to us." 
"Sir." The agent's smile disappeared. "Every hour of the day vessels cross the Straits from 
Grand Bahama and enter American waters in harbors like this one. They don't own those 
boats, either. They just own what they bring in." 
Dewey felt his anger mounting. "Just what the hell do you think you're saying,?" 
Now the second agent spoke. "Sir, we'd appreciate your cooperation. If everything's in 
order we'll be through shortly." 
"Fine. Go ahead." Travis lifted himself over the edge of the boat and landed on the dock. 
"Make yourself a drink while you're at it." 
Dewey watched in disbelief as the first agent disappeared down the ladder into the hull. It 
was the kind of thing that you read about or saw in the movies. He heard the second agent say 
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to Travis, "Please stay with the boat, sir." 
Dewey found he didn't know what to do. "Can I stand on the dock, here?" He felt stupid 
for asking and just stepped around the agent and joined Travis. 
"So how the hell does this happen," he asked Travis as they paced the dock. 
"How should 1 know?" Travis kept his voice low. 
The agent on deck walked over the entire surface of the boat before disappearing below. 
"This is stupid," Dewey found himself saying. "Law doesn't work like this. I know 
enough cops." 
"What I want to know is why this boat, right now," Travis said, ignoring Dewey. 
"What do they think they're gonna find?" Dewey asked. ''This is like Cuba or something. 
They're liable to take the boat. Then how the fuck do we get home?" 
"Dews, you think they find shit on board and they're gonna let us walk? Wise up." 
Dewey stared at Travis. Travis was right. Neither of them had any idea about the boat or its 
previous owner. For all they knew the hull was lined cocaine. Dewey discovered a sudden fear 
that expanded from the base of his stomach and slowly encompassed his whole body. As the 
fear expanded, so did Dewey's awareness of the situation. He turned to Travis. 
"You're the captain," he said, his voice shaky. "What the hell do you know about this 
boat?" 
"What do you think, huh?" Travis replied. "What do you think?" 
Dewey became aware of his breathing slowly, as in a dream, and he felt his ribs and chest 
expand with each breath and the hot Florida air fill the cavities of his lungs as his diaphragm 
expanded and contracted. His head became slightly dizzy and he cleared it by turning away 
from Travis's nervous pacing and the boat where Dewey was certain the agents were below 
searching like ants. And as he turned toward shore, he saw a woman standing just to the side 
of the marina bar who he was certain was Sarah. She appeared to be looking in their direction, 
and Dewey squinted hard to try to make out her features. He stared for what felt like a long 
time and tried with a certain fierce energy to discover if he was correct or not, and though he 
began to lift his hand, he found it stopped in mid-air and he stood there, uncertain of whether 
or not to wave. 
